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THE

HISTORY
OF

EMILY MONTAGUE,

LETTER CLXXIX.

To Colonel Rivers, at Belliield, Rutlando

Rofe-hill, Sept. 17.

CAN you in earneft afk fuch a quef-

tion ? can you fuppofe I ever i^\x.

the lead degree of love for Sir

George ? No, my Rivers, never did your

Emily feel tendernefs till flie faw the

Vol, IV. B ioyc-'
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lovelieft, the moft amiable of his fex, till

thofe eyes fpoke the fentiments of a foul

every idea of which was fimilar to her

own.

Yes, my Rivers, our fouls have the

moft 'perfed refemblance : I never heard

you fpeak without finding the feel-

ings of my own heart developed; your

converfation conveyed your Emily's

ideas, but cloathed in the language of

angels.

I thought well of Sir George ^ I

faw him as the man dellincd to be my
hufband , I fancied he loved me, and

that gratitude obliged me to a re-

'nirn ; carried away by the ardor of

my friends for this marriage, I rather

iuffered than approved his addrefles ;

I had not courage to refift the torrent,

1 therefore gave way to it , I loved

no other, I fancied my want of affec-

tion a native coldncfs of temper. I felt

a languid efteem, which I endeavored to

flatter
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flatter myfelf was love ; but the moment

I faw you, the delufion vaniihed.

Your eyes, my Rivers, in one mo-

ment convinced me I had a heart ; you

flaid fome weeks with us in the coun-

try : with what tranfport do I recollecft

thofe pleaung moments ! how did my
heart beat whenever you approached

me ! what charms did I find in your

converfation ! I heard you talk v/ith a

delight of which I was not miilrefs. I

fancied every woman who law you, felt

the fame emotions : my tendernels in-

creafed imperceptibly without my per-

ceiving the confequences of my indulg-

ing the dear pleafure of feeing you.

I found I loved, yet was doubtful of

your fentiments •, my heart, however, flat-

tered me yours was equally affecSted
;

my fituation prevented an explanation ;

but love has a thoufand ways of making

himfelf underflood.

B 2 How:
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How dear to me were thofe foft, thofe

delicate attentions, which told me all you

felt for me, without communicating it to

others

!

Do you remember that day, my Ri-

vers, when, fitting in the little hawthorn

grove, near the borders of the river,

the reft of the company, of which Sir

George was one, ran to look at a fhip

that was pafling : I wauld have follow-

ed; you afked me to ftay, by a look

which it was impoflible to miftake

;

nothing could be more imprudent than

my ftay, yet I had not refolution to

refufe what I faw gave you pleafure :

I ftayed •, you prefted my hand, you

regarded me with a look of unutter-

able love.

My Rivers, from that dear moment your

Emily vowed never to be another's : ftie

vowed not to facrifice all the happinefs of

her life to a romantic parade of fidelity

to
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to a man whom (lie had been betrayed

into receiving as a lover ^ fhe refolved,

if neceflary, to own to him the tender-

nefs with which you had infpired her, to

entreat from his eilcem, from his compaf-

fion, a releafe from engagements which

made litv wretched.

My heart burns with the love of virtue,

I am tremblingly alive to fame : what bit-

ternefs then muft have been my portion

had I firft feen you when the wife of ano-

ther !

Such is the powerful fympathy that

unites us, that I fear, that virtue, that

ftrong fenfe of honor and fame, fo power-

ful in minds moil turned to tendernefs,

would only have ferved to make more

poignant the pangs of hopelefs, defpairing

love.

How blefl am I, that we met before my
Gtuation made it a crime to love you ! I

B 3 fhudder
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fliudder at the idea how wretched I might

have been, had I feen you a few months

later.

I am jull returned from a vifit at a few

miles diilance. I find a letter from my
dear Bell, that Die will be here to-mor*

ro\\^ i how do I long to fee her, to talk

to her of my Rivers

!

I am interrupted.

Adieu! Yours,

Emily Montagve.

L E T^
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LETTER CLXXX.

To Mrs. Temple.

Rofc-Kill, Sept. 18, Morning,

HAVE this moment, my dear Mrs.

Temple's letter ; fhe will imagine my
tranfport at the happy event fhe men-

tions ; my dear Rivers has, in feme de-

gree, facrificed even filial affedion to

his tendernefs for me \ the confcioufneU

of this has ever cad a damp on the plea-

lure I fhould otherwife have felt, at

the profpjedl of fpending my life vvirh

the mod excellent of mankind : I fliall

now be his, without the painful re-

flection of having ielTened the enjoy-

ments of the beil parent that ever ex-

ifled.

I fhould be blefb Indeed, my amiabk
friend, if I did not fuffer from my too

B 4 anxious
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anxious tendernefs ; I dread the pofTibi-

lity of my becoming in time lefs dear to

your brother ; I love him to fuch excefs

that I could not furvive the lofs of his

affedion.

There is no diftrefs, no want, I could

not bear with delight for him ^ but if I

lofe his heart, I lofe all for which life is

worth keeping.

Could I bear to fee thofe looks of ar-

dent love converted into the cold glances

of indifference

!

You will, my deareft friend, pity a

heart, whofe too great fenfibility wounds

itfelf : why lliould I fear ? was ever ten-

dernefs equal to that of my Rivers ? can

a heart like his change from caprice ? It

fhall be the bufinefs of my life to merit

his tendernefs.

I will
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I will not give v/ay to fears which in-

jure him, and, indulged, would deilroy all

my happinefs.

1 expedt Mr. and Mrs. Fitzgerald every

moment. Adieu 1

Your affedionate

Emily Montague^

LETTER CLXXXL

To Captain Fitzgerald.

Bellfield, Sept. 17.

YO U fay true, my dear Fitzgerald :

friendlhip, like love, is more the

child of fympathy than of reafon -, though

infpired by qualities very oppofite to thofe

B 5 which
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which give love, it ftrikes like that in

a moment : like that, it is free as air,

and, when conflrained, lofes all its

fpirit.

In both, from fome namelefs caufe,

at leaft fome caufe to us incomprehen-

fible, the affections take fire the inftant

two perfons, whofe minds are in unifon,

obferve each other, which, however, they

may often meet without doing.

It is therefore as impofTible for others

to point owt objects of our friendlhip as

love ; our choice muft be uninfluenced, if

we wifli to find happinefs in either.

Cold, iifelefs eileem may grow from

a long taftelefs acquaintance ; but real

affcdioQ makes a fudden and lively im«

preirion.

This imprefiion is improved, is flrengtii^

cned by time, and a more intimate knov/-

ledge

6
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ledge of the merit of the perfon who

makes it ; but it is, it muft be, fponta-

neous, or be nothing.

I felt this fympathy powerfully in re-

gard to yourfelf i I had the llrongeft par-

tiality for you before I knew how very

worthy you were of my efteem.

Your countenance and manner made an

impreffion on me, which inclined me to

take your virtues upon truft.

It is not always fafe to depend on thefc

preventive fe'.-!iings ; but in general thr

face is a pretty faithful index of ths

mind.

I propofe being in town in four or Hve.

days.

Twelve o'clock.

My mother has this moment: a fecond

letter from her relarion, who is cornimo;

B 6 hon^cr^
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home, and propofes a 'marriage between

xne and his daughter, to whom he will

give twenty thoufand pounds now, and

the reft of his fortune at his death.

As Emily's fault, if love can allow

her one, is an excefs of romantic ge-

nerofity, the fault of moft uncorrupt-

ed female minds, I am very anxious

to marry her before ihe knows of this

propofal, left Ihe fhould think it a

proof of tendernefs to aim at making

me wretched, in order to make me
rich*

I dierefore entreat you and Mrs. Fitz-

gerald to ftay at Rofe-hill, and prevent

her coming to town, till Ihe is mine paft

the power of retreat.

Our relation may have mentioned his-

defign to perfons lefs prudent than our

little party •, and ih^ IBay hear gf it, if llie

is in Lgndon.

But,
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But, independently of my fear of her

fpirit of romance, I feel that it would be

an indelicacy to let her know of this pro-

pofal at prefent, and look like attempting

to make a merit of my refufal.

It is not to you, my dear friend, I need

fay the gifts of fortune are nothing to me
without her for whofe fake alone I wifh

to poflefs them : you know my heart, and

you alfo know this is the fentiment of

every man who loves..

But I can with truth fay much more j

1 do not even wifh an increafe of for-

tune, confidering it abftradedly from

its being incompatible with my mar-

riage with the lovelieft of women -, I

am indifferent to all but independence j

wealth would not make me happier ;

on the contrary, it might break in on

my prefent little plan of enjoyment, by

forcing me to give to common ac-

quaintance, of whom wealth will al-

ways attract a crowd, thofe precious

5 hours
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hours devoted to friendlhip and domcftic

pleafure.

1 think my prefent income jull what a

wife man would wifh, and very fincerely

join in the philofophical prayer of the

royal prophet, " Give me neither poverty
*' nor riches."

I love the vale, and had always an

averfion to very extenfive profpeds.

I will haften my coming as much as

pofTible, and hope to be at Rofe-hill on

Monday next : I fhall be a prey to anxiety

till Emily is irrevocably mine.

Tell Mrs. Fitzgerald, I am all impa-

tience to kifs her hand.

Your affectionate

Ed. Rivers.

LET.
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LETTER CLXXXII.^

To Captain F e r m o r.

Richmond, Sept. i8»

I
AM this moment returned to Rich-

mond from a journey: I am rejoiced

at your arrival, and impatient to fee you;

for I am fo happy as not to have out-lived

my impatience.

How is my little Bell ? I am as much

in love with her as ever; this you will con-

ceal from Captain Fitzgerald, left he

fhould be alarmed, for I am as formidable

a rival as a man of fourfcore can be fup-

pofed to be,

1 am extremely obliged to you, my dear

Fermor, for having introduced me to a

very amiable man, in your friend Colonel

Rivers.

I begin
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I begin to be Co fenfible I am an old

fellow, that I feel a very lively degree of

gratitude to the young ones who vifit me;
and look on every agreeable new acquain-

tance under thirty as an acquifition I had

no right to expedt.

You know I have always thought per-

fonal advantages of much more real value

than accidental ones; and that thofe who
poflefTed the former had much the greateft

right to be proud..

Youth, health, beauty, underllanding,

are fubftantial goods j wealth and title

comparatively ideal ones; I therefore

think a young man who condefcends to vi-

fit an old one, the healthy who vifit the

fick, the man of fenfe who fpends his time

with a fool, and even a handfome fellow

with an ugly one, are the perfons who con-

fer the favor, v/hatever difference there

may be in rank or fortune.

Colonel Rivers did me the honor to

fpend a day with me here, and I have not

often
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often lately pafied a pleafanter one : the

defire I had not to difcredit your partial

recommendation, and my very ftrong in-

clinations to feduce him to come again,

made me intirely difcard the old man; and

I believe your friend will tell you the hours

did not pafs on leaden wings.

I expe6i: you, with Mr. and Mrs. Fitz-

gerald, to pafs fome time with me at Rich-

mond.

I have the beft claret in the univerfe,

and as lively a relifh for it as at fivQ and

twenty.

Adieu ! Your afFedionate

H—

L E T^
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LETTER CLXXXIIL

To Colonel Rivers, atBellfieldj Rutland*

Rofe-hill, Sepui^

SINCE I fent away my letter, I have

your laft.

You tell me, my dear Rivers, the ftrong

emotion I betrayed at feeing Sir George,

when you came together to Montreal,

made you fear I loved him ; that you were

jealous of the blufh which glowed on my
cheek, when he entered the room : that

you ftill remember it with regret •, that

you ftill fancy I had once fome degree of

tendernefs for him, and beg me to account

for the apparent confufion I betrayed at

his fight.

I ov/n
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I own that emotion ; my confufion was

indeed too great to be concealed : but

was he alone, my Rivers ? can you forget

that he had with him the moft lovely of

mankind ?

Sir George was handfome ; I have often

regarded his perfon with admiration, but

it was the admiration we give to a ftatue.

I liftened coldly to his love, I felt no

emotion at his fight j but when you ap-

peared, my heart beat, I blufhed, I turned

pale by turns, my eyes afllimed a new foft-

nefs, I trembled, and every pulfe confefTed

the mailer of my foul.

My friends are come : I am called

down. Adieu! Be afTured your Emily

never breathed a figh but for her Rivers

!

Adieu 1 Yours,

Emily Montague.

LET-
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LETTER CLXXXIY.

To Cobnd Rivers, at Beillidd, Rutland,

London, Sept. i8#

I
HAVE this moment your letter ; we
are fetting out in ten minutes for Rofe-

hill, where I will fi iiili this, and hope to

give you a pleaiing account of your Emily.

You are certainly right in keeping this

propofal fecret at prefent •, depend on our

filence ; I could, however, wifh you the

fortune, were it pofTible to have it with-

out the lady.

Were I to praift your delicacy on this

occafion, I fhould injure you •, it was not

in your power to a6l differently •, you are

only confiftent with yourfelf.

I at:a'
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I am pleafed with your idea of a fitiia-

tion : a houfe embofomed in the grove,

where all the view is what the eye can

take in, fpeaks a happy mafter, content

at home ; a wide-extended prolped, one
who is looking abroad for happinefs.

I love the country : the tafte for rural

fcenes is the tafte born with us. After

feeking pleafure in vain amongft the works
of art, we are forced to come back
to the point from whence we fet out, and

find our enjoyment in the lovely fimpli-

city of nature.

Rofe-hin, Evening.

I am afraid Emily knows your fecret -,

fhe has been in tears almoft ever fince we
came ; the fervant is going to the poft-

ofRce, and I have but a moment to tell

you
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you we will flay here till your arrival,

which you will haften as much as pof-

fible.

Adieu !

Your afFedlionatc

J. Fitzgerald.

L E T T E H CLXXXV.

To Colonel Rivers, at Beilfield, Rutland.

Rofe-hill, Sept. i8.

IF I was not certain of your efteem and

friendfhip, my dear Rivers, 1 fhould

tremble at the requefl I am going to make

It is to fufpend our marriage for ibme

time, and not afk me the reafon of this

delay.

Be
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Be afTured ofmy tendernefs ; be afTured

my whole foul is yours, that you are

dearer to me than life, that I love you as

never woman loved •, that I live, I breathe

but for you ; that 1 would die to make
you happy.

In what words fhall I convey to the

moft beloved of his fex, the ardent ten-

dernefs of my foul ? how convince him of

what I fuffer from being forced to make
a 'requeft fo contrary to the didlates of

my heart ?

He cannot, will not doubt his Emily's

affedion : I cannot fupport the idea that it

is poffible he fliould for one inftant. What
I fuffer at this moment is inexprefTible.

My heart is too much agitated to fay

more.

I will write again in a few days.

I know
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I know not what I would fay ; but in-

deed, my Rivers, I love y©u ; you your-

felf can fcarce form an idea to what ex<

cefs t

Adieu ! Your faithful

Emily Montague.

LETTER CLXXXVL

To Mifs Montague, Rofe-hill, Berklhire,

Bellficid, Sept. 20/

NO, Emily, you never loved ; I have

been long hurt by your tranquillity

in regard to our marriage ; your too fcru-

pulous attention to decorum in leaving

my fitter's houfe might have alarmed me,

if love had not placed a bandage before

my eyes.

Cruel
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Cruel girl ! I repeat it ; you never

loved ; I have your friendfhip, but you

know nothing of that ardent pafTion,

that dear enthufiafm, which makes us

indifferent to all but itfelf ; your love

is from the imagination, not the heart.

The very profefTions of tendernefs

in your laft, are a proof of your

confcioufnefs of indifference ; you re-

peat too often that you love me j you
fay too much ; that anxiety to per-

fuade me of your affedion, , fnews too

plainly you are fenfible 1 have reafon to

doubt it.

You have placed me on the rack;

a thoufand fears, a thoufand doubts, fuc-

ceed each other in my foul. Has fome
happier man—

No, my Emily, diffracted as I am, I

will not be unjuft : I do not fufpedt you
of inconftancy -, 'tis of your coldnefs only

I complain : you never felt the lively im-

VoL. IV. C patience
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patience of love ; or you would not con-

demn a man, whom you at lead efteem, to

fuffer longer its unutterable tortures.

If there is a real caufe for this delay^

why conceal it from me ? have I not a

right to know what fo nearly interefts me?

but what caufe ? are you not miflrefs of

yourfelf ?

My Emily, you blufli to own to me
the infcnfibility of your heart : you once

fancied you loved ; you are afhamed to

lay you were miftaken.

You cannot furely have been influenced

by any motive relative to our fortune ; no

idle tale can have made you retra6t a pro-

mife, which rendered me the happieil of

mankind: if I have your heart, I am
richer than an oriental monarch.

^hort as life is, my dearefl girl, is it of

confequence what part we play in it ? is

wealth at all efTential to happinefs ?

iQ The
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The tender afFedions are the only

fources of true pleafure ; the higheft, the

moft refpe6table titles, in the eye of rea-

fon, are the tender ones of friend, of huf-

band, and of father : it is from the dear*

foft ties of fecial love yoiir Rivers expefbs

his felicity.

You have but one way, my dear Emily^

to convince me of your tendernefs : I

Ihall fet off for Rofe-hill in twelve hours 5

you mull give me your hand the moment
I arrive, or confefs your Rivers was never

dear to you.

Write, and fend a fervant inftantly to

meet me at my mother's houfe in town :

I cannot fupport the torment of fuf-

penfe.

There is not on earth fo wretched a,

being as I am at this moment \ I never

knew till now to what excefs I loved : you
muft be mine, my Emily, or I muil ceafe

to live.

C 2 LET-
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LETTER CLXXXVII.

To Captain Fitzgerald, Rofe-hill,

Berkfliire,

Bellfield, Sept. 20.

ALL I feared has certainly hap-

pened ; Emily has undoubtedly

heard of this propofal, and, from a

parade of generofity, a generofity how-

ever inconfiftent with love, wifhes to

poftpone our marriage till my relation

arrives.

I am hurt beyond words, at the

manner in which Ihe has wrote to me

on this fuhjedl; I have, in regard to

Sir George, experienced that thefe are

not the fentiments of a heart truly

enamoured.

I there-
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I therefore fear this romantic flep is the

effed of a coldnefs of which I thought

her incapable ; and that her affedlion is

only a more lively degree of friendlliip,

with which, I will own to you, my heart

will not be fatisfied.

I would engrofs, I would employ, I

would abforbj every faculty of that lovely

mind.

I have too long fufFered prudence to

delay my happinefs : I cannot longer live

without her : if fhe loves me, I Ihall on

Tuefday call her mine.

Adieu ! I fhall be with you almoit as

foon as this letter, j

Your aJfFedionate

Ed, Rivers.

C i LET-
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LETTER CLXXXVIIL

To Colonel Rivers, Clarges-itreet.

Rofe-hill, &ept. zi.

I
S it then pafTible ? can my Rivers

daubt bis Emily's tendernefs I

Dal only efteem yoii, my Rivers f

cm my eyes have fo ill explained the feek

ings of ray heart ?

1(<^\^ ^vCCufe ?ne of not fbaring your

impatience : do you then allow nothing

to the niodefty, the bluiliing delicacy of

rny kx ?

Could yoiT fee into my foul, you would

ceafe to call me cold and infenfible.

Can
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Can you forget, my Rivers, thofe mo-

ments, when, doubtful of the fentiments

of your heart, mine every inftant betrayed

its weaknefs ? when every look fpoke the

refiftlefs fondnefs of my foul ! when, loft

in the delight of feeing you, I forgot I

was almoft the wife of another ?

But I will fay no more ; my Rivers tells

me I have already faid too much : he is

difpleafed with his Emily's tendernefs ; he

complains, that I tell him too often I love

him.

You fay I can give but one certain proof

of my affection.

I will give you that proof: I will be

yours whenever you pleafe, though ruia

fliould be the confequence to both «, I

defpife every other confideration, when my
Rivers's happinefe is at ftake : is there

any requeft he is capable of making,

which his Emily will refufe ?

C 4 You
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You are the arbiter of my fate : I

have no v/ill but yours •, yet I entreat

you to believe no common caufe could

have made me hazard giving a mo-

ment's pain to that dear bofom : you will

one time know to what excefs I have

loved you.

Were the empire of the world or

your afFedion offered me, I Ihould not

hefitate one moment on the choice,

even were I certain never to fee you

more.

I cannot form an idea of happinefs

equal to that of being beloved by the moft

amiable of mankind.

Judge then, if I would lightly wifli

to defer an event, which is to give

me the tranfport ofpafling my life in

the dear employment of making him

happy.

1 only
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I only entreat that you will decline afk-

ing me, till I judge proper to tell you,

why I firft begged our marriage might

be deferred : let it be till then forgot I

ever made fuch a requeft.

You will not, my dear Rivers, refufe

this proof of complaifance to her who

too plainly Ihews ihe can refufe you no-

thing*

Adieu ! Yours,

Emily Montague,^

Q5' LET.



34 THE HISTORY OF

LETTER CLXXXIX.

To Mifs Montague, Rofe-hill, Berkfliire.

Clarges-flrect> Sept. 21, Two a*clocfc*

CAN you, my angel, forgive my info-

lent impatience, and attribute it to

the true caufe, excefs of love ?

Could I be fuch a monfter as to blame

my fweet Emily's dear exprefTions of ten-

dernefs ? I hate myfelf for being capable

of writing fuch a letter.

Be aflured, I will flridly comply with

all fhe defires : what condition is there on

which I would not make the lovelieft of

women mine ?

J will
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I will follow the fervant in two hours j

I fhall be at Rofe-hill by eight o'clock*

Adieu I my deareft Emily f

Your faithful

LETTER CXCJ

To John Temple^ Efq; Temple-houfeJ

Rutland^

\
Sept. 2U Nine at nighty

THE lovelieft of women has confent-^

^ ed to make me happy : fhe remon-^

ftrated, fhe doubted •, but her tendernefs

conquered all her reludbance. To-morrow-

1 fball call her mine.

e & .We
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We fhall fet out immediately for

your hoiife, where we hope to be the

next day to dinner : you will there-

fore poftpone your journey to town a

week, at the end of which we intend, go-

ing to Beilfield. Captain Fermor and

Mrs. Fitzgerald accompany us down.

Emily^s -relation, Mrs. H—, has bufi-

nefs which prevents her ; and Fitzge-

rald is obliged to flay another month

in tov/n, to tranfad the affair of his ma-

jority.

Never did Emily look fo lovely as this

evening : there is a fweet confufion, mixed

with tendernefs, in her whole look and

manner, which is charming beyond all

exprelTion.

- Adieu ! I have not a moment to fpare:

even this abfence from her is treafon to

l6ve. Say every thing for me to my mo-

ther and Lucy.
Yours,

Ed. Rivers.

^ - L E T=
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LETTER CXCL

To John Temple, Efq-, Temple-houfe,.

Rutland.

Rofe-hill, Sept. 22^ Ten o'clock.

SH E is mine, my dear Temple ; and

I am happy almoft above mortality.

I cannot paint to you her lovelinefs ^

the grace, the dignity, the mild majelly

of her air, is foftened by a fmile like

that of angels : her eyes have a tender

fv/eetnefs, her cheeks a blufli of refined

affedion, which muft be feen to be

imagined.

I envy Captain Fermor the happinefs

of being in the fame chaife with her; I

Ihall be very bad company to Bell, who

infifts



a8 THE HISTORY OF
infifls on my being her ceciibeo for the

journey.

Adieu ! The chaifes are at the door.

Your afFedionate

Ed. Rivers.

L E T-
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LETTER CXCIi;

To Captaia PiTZOERALor

Temple-houfe, Sept. 29*

I
REGRET your not being with us^

more than I can exprefs.

I would have every friend I love a

witnefs of my happinefs.

I thought my tendernefs for Emily zi

great aa man could feel, yet find it every-

moment increafe ; every moment Ihe is >

more dear to my foul.

The angel delicacy of that lovely mind

is inconceivable ; had ihe no other charm,

I Ihould adore her: what a luftre does

modefty throvv round beauty !

5Ve
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We remove to-morrow to Bellfield :

I am impatient to fee my fweet girl in

her little empire : I am tired of the

continual crowd in which we live at Tem-
ple's : I would not pafs the life he does

for all his fortune : I figh for the power

of fpending my time as I pleafe, for

t|;xe dear fhades of retirement and friend^

lliip.

How little do mankind know their

own happinefs ! every pleafure worth a

wiih is in the power of almoft all man-

kind..

Blind to true joy, ever engaged in a

wild purfuit of what is always in our

power, anxious for that wealth which

we falfely im.agine neceffary to our en-

joyments, we fuffer our beft hours to

p^fs taftelefsly away ; . we negledl the

pleafures v^hich are fuited to our. na-

tures; and, intent on ideal fchemes.of.

eftablilhments at which we never arrive,.

let

2
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let the dear hours of focial delight ef-

cape us*

Haflen to us, my dear Fitzgerald : wc

want only you, to fill our little circle of

friends.

Your afFecfllonate

L :E T T E R CXCm.

To Captain Fitzgerald*^

Bellfield, Oft, 31

wHAT delight is there in obliging

thofe we love 1

My heart dilated with joy at feeing

Emily pleafed with the little embellifh>.

ments^
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ments of her apartment, which I had

made as gay and fmiling as the morn 5,

it looked, indeed, as if the hand of love

had adorned it : flie has a dreffing-room

and ciofet of books, into which I fhall

never intrude ; there is a pleafure in

having fome place which we can fay is

peculiarly our own, fome fanEfum fan5lQ*

rum^ whither we can retire even from
fhofe moll dear to us.

This is- a pleafure in which I have been

indulged almoil from infancy, and there-

fore one of the firft I thought of procuring

for my fweet Emily.

I told her I fliould, however, fometimes

exped to be amongil her gueits in this

little retirement.

Her look, her tender fmile, the fpeak-

ing glance of grateful love, gave me a

tranfporc, which only minds turned ta

afFe(5tioii can conceive. I never, my dear

Fitz-
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Fitzgerald, was happy before : the attach-

ment I once mentioned was pleafing ; but

I felt a regret, at knowing the object of

my tendernefs had forfeited the good

opinion of the world, which embittered

all my happinefs.

She pofiefled my efleem, becaufe I

knew her heart ; but 1 wanted to fee her

cfteemed by others.

With Emily I enjoy this pleafure in its

utmoft extent : fhe is the adoration of all

who fee her^ fhe is equally admired,

cfteemed, refpedled.

She feems to value the admiration fhe

excites, only as it appears to gratify the

pride of her lover ; what tranfport, when

all eyes are fixed on her, to fee her fearch-

ing around for mine, and attentive to no

other objed, as if infenfible to all other

approbation !

I enjoy
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I enjoy the pleafures of friendlhip a$

well as thofe of love : were you here, my
dear Fitzgerald, we fhould be the hap^
pieft groupe on the globe ; but all Bell's

iprightlinefs cannot preferve her from an
air of chagrin in your abfence.

Come as foon as pofTible, my dear

friend^ md leave us nothing to willi for.

Adieu

!

Your affeftionate

Ed. RivERSr

LET-
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LETTER CXCIV.

To Colonel Rivers, Bellfield, Rutland;

London, 0€l. 8.

YOU are very cruel, my dear Rivers,

to tantalize me with your pidures
of happinefs,

Notwithftanding this fpite, I am forry

I muft break in on your groupe of

friends ; but it is abfolutely neceffary for

Bell and my father to return immediately

to town, in order to fettle fome family

bufmefs, previous to my purchafe of the

majority.

Indeed, I am not very fond of letting

Bell (lay long amongft you \ for fhe gives

me fuch an account of your attention and

complaifance to Mrs. Rivers, that I am
afraid Ihe will think me a carekfs fellow

when we meet again.

You
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You feem in the high road, not only to

fpoil your own wife, but mine too ; which

it is certainly my affair to prevent.

Say every thing for me to the ladies df

your family.

Adieu ! Your affedionate

J, F1TZGERAI.D,

LETTER CXCV.

To Captain Fitzgerald.

Bcllfield, Sept. Jo.

YOU are a malicious fellow, Fitzge-

rald, and I am half inclined to keep

the fweet Bell by force ; take all the men
away if you pleafe, but I cannot bear the

lofs of a woman, efpecially of fuch a

woman.

If I was not more a lover than a huf^

band, I am not furc I ihould not wilh to

take my revenge.

To
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To make me happy, you muft place

me in a circle of females^ all as pleafing as

thofe now with me, and cum every male

creature out of the houfe.

I am a mofl intolerable monopolizer of

the fex y in fhort, I have very little relifh

for any converfation but theirs: I love

their fweet prattJe beyond all the fenfe and

learning in the world.

Not that I would infmuate they have

lefs underftanding than we, or are lefs ca-

pable of learning, or even that it lefs be-

comes them.

On the contrary, all fuch knowledge as

tends to adorn and foften human life and

manners, is, in my opinion, peculiarly

becoming in women.

You don't deferve a longer letter.

Adieu ! Yours,

Ed. Rivers^

LET.
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LETTER CXCVI.

To Mrs. Fitzgerald.

Bellficld, oa. 12.

I
AM very confcious, my dear Bell, of

not meriting the praifes my Rivers la-

vifhes on me, yet the pleafure I receive

from them is not the lefs lively for that

confideration ; on the contrary, the lefs I

deferve thefe praifes, the more flattering

they are to me, as the ftronger proofs of

his love -, of that love which gives ideal

charms, which adorns, which embellifhes

its objed.

I had rather be lovely in his eyes, than

in thofe of all mankind ; or, to fpeak more

exadlly, if I continue to pleafe him, the

admiration of all the world is indifferent

to me : it is for his fake alone I wifh for

beauty,
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beauty, to juftify the dear preference he
has given me.

How pleafing are thefe fweet fliades ?

were they lefs fo^ my Rivers's prefence
would give them every eharm : every ob-
jedl has appeared to me more lovely fmcG
the dear moment when I firft faw him ; I

feem to have acquired a new
. exiftence

fr9m his tendernefs.

You fay true, my deaf Bell : Heaveri
doubtlefs formed us to be happy even in
this v/orld ^ and we obey its dilates in
being fo, when we can without encroach-
ing on the happinefs of others.

This lefTon is, I think, plain from the
book Providence has fpread before us :

the whole univerfe fmiles, the earth is

clothed in lively colors, the animals are
playrul, the birds fing : in being chearful
with innocence, we feem to conform to the
order of nature, and tlie will of that bene-
ficent Power to whom we owe our beino-
Vol. ly. O ''j^
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- If the Supreme Creator had meant us to

be gloomy, he would, it feems to me, have

clothed the earth in black, not in that

lively green, which is the livery of chear-

fuhiefs and joy. .

1 am called away.

Adieu 1 my deareft Bell.'

Your faithful

Emily Rivirs^

L E T.
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LETTER CXCVIL

To Captain Fitzgerald.

Bellfield, Oa. 14;

YO U flatter me moll agreeably, my
dear Fitzgerald, by praifmg Emily

;

I want you to fee her again ; llie is

every hour more charming : I am afto-

nrfhed any man can behold her with-

out love.

Yet, lovely as fhe is, her beauty is her

leaft merit ; the fineft underflanding, the

moft pleafmg kind of knowledge, tender-

nefs, fenfibility, modefly, and truth, adorn

her almoft with rays of divinity.

She has, beyond all I ever faw in either

fex, the polilh of the world, without hav-

ing loft that fweet fimplicity of manner,

that unaffbfted innocence, and integrity of

D 2 heart.
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heart, which are fo very apt to evaporate

in a crowd.

I ride out often alone, in order to

have the pleafure of returning to her :

thefe little abfences give new fpirit to

our tendernefs. Every care forfakes me
at the fight of this temple of real love

my fweet Emily meets me with fmiles

her eyes brighten when I approach

Ihe receives my friends with the mofl:

lively pleafure, becaufe they are my
friends •, I almofl envy them her atten-

tion, though given for my fake.

Elegant in her drefs and houfe, flie

is all tranfport when any little orna-

ment of either pleafes me •, but what

charms me moil, is her tendernefs for

my mothei;, in whofe heart fhe rivals

both me and Lucy.

My happinefs, my friend, is beyond

every idea I had formed ; were I a little

richer, I fhould not have a wifh remaining.

Do
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Do not, however, imagine this willi

takes from my felicity.

I have enough for myfelf, I have even

enough for Emiiy •, love makes us in-

different to the parade of life.

But I have not enough to entertain my
friends as I wifh, nor to enjoy the god-

like pleafuic of beneficence.

We fliall be obliged, in order to fup-

port the little appearance necelTary to our

connexions, to give an attentioft rather

too {lri(5l to our affairs -, even this, how-

ever, our affedlon for each other will

niakc eafy to us.

My whole foul is fo taken up with

this charming woman, I am afraid I

Ihall become tedious even to you ; I

muft learn to rellrain my tendernefs,

and write on common fubjeds.

D 2 I am
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I am more and more pleafed with the

way of life I have chofe -, and, were my
fortune ever fo large, would pafs the

greateft part of the year in the country :

1 w^ould only enlarge my houfe, and fill it

witli friends.

My fituation is a very fine one, though

not like the magnificent fcenes to which

we have been accuilomed in Canada

:

the houfe Hands on the funny fide of

a hill, at the foot of which, the garden

intervening, runs a little trout flream,

which fo the right feems to be loft in an

illand of oziers, and over which is a ruftic

bridge into a very beautiful meadow,

where at prefent graze a numerous flock

of Iheep.

Emily is planning a thoufand em-

bellifhments for the garden, and will

next year make it a wildernefs of fvveets,

a paradife worthy its lovely inhabitant

:

fhe is already forming walks and flowery

arbors in the wood, and giving the whole

fcene
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lG€ne every charm which, tafte, at little

expence, can beftow.

I, on my fide, am feledling fpots for

plantations of trees -, and mean, like a

good citizen, to ferve at once myfelf

and the public, by railing oaks, which

may hereafter bear the Britilh thunder to

diilant lands.

I believe we country gentlemen, whilfl

we have fpirit to keep ourfelves indepen-

dent, are the befl citizens, as well as fub-

jeds,_ in the world.

Happy ourfelves, we willi not to de--

ftroy the tranquillity of others j intent on

cares equally ufeful and pleafmg, with no

views but to improve our fortunes by
means equally profitable to ourfelves^

and to our country, we form no fchemes-

of difhonefl ambition ^ and therefore dif-

uirb no government to ferve our private

defigns,

D 4 ft
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It Is the profufe, the vicious, the profli-

gate, the needy, who are the Clodios .and

Catilines of this world.

That love of order, of moral harmony,

fo natural to virtuous minds, to minds at

eafe, is the ftrongeft tie of rational obe-

dience.

The man who feels himfelf profpe-^

rous and happy, will not eafily be per-

fwaded by fadlious declamation that he

is undone.

Convinced of the excellency of our

conftitutlon, in which liberty and prero-

gative are balanced with the fceadiefl

hand, he will not endeavor to remove

the boundaries which fecure both : he will

not endeavor to root it up, whilft he is

pretending to give it nouriihment : he

will not ilrive to cut down the lovely and

venerable tree under whofe fhade he en-

joys feeurity and peace.

In
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In fhort, and I am furc you will here be

of my opinion, the man who has compe-

tence, virtue, true liberty, and the woman
he loves, will chearfuUy obey the laws

which fecure him thefe bleffings, and the

prince under whofe mild fway he enjoyg

them.

Adieu !

Your faithful

Ed. RiVERsi

D5 LET^^
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LETTER CXCVIIL

To Captain Fitzgerald.

oa. 17.

I
EVERY hour fee more ftrongly, my
dear Fitzgerald, the wifdoni^ as to our

own happinefs, of not letting our hearts

be worn out by a multitude of intrigues

before marriage.

Temple loves my fifter, he is happy

with her ; but his happinefs is by no means

of the fame kind with yours and mine -,

ihe is beautiful, and he thinks her fo ;

fhe is amiable, and he efleems her j he

prefers her to all other women, but he

feels nothing of that trembling delicacy

of fentiment, that quick fenfibility, which

gives to love its moft exquifite pleafures,

and which 1 would not give up for the

wealth of worlds.

Hb
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His afFedion Is meer pafTion, and there-

fore fubjedl to change ^ ours is that heart-

felt tcndernefs,- which time renders every

moment more pleafing.

The tumult of defire is- the fever of

the foul ; its health, that delicious tran-

quillity where the heart is gently moved,

not violently agitated ; that tranquillity

which is only to be found where friend-

lliip is the bafis of love, and where we

are happy without injuring the objedt be-

loved : in other words, in a marriage of-

choice.

lo the voyage of life, pafllon is the

temped, love the gentle gale,

.

Diflipation, and a continual round of

amufements at home, will probably fe-

cure my fifter all of Temple's heart which

remains i but his love would grow lan-

guid in that flate of retirement, which

would have a thoufand charms f©r minds,

like o'^s,

D € I will
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\ I will own to you, I have fears for

Lucy's happinefs.

But let us drop fp painful a fubje<fV,

Adieu

!

Your affedlionatc

Ed. Rivers.

LETTER CXCIX.

To Colonel Rivers, Beilfield, Rutland.

NOTHING, my dear Rivers, fhews

the value of friendfhip more thaa

ijic envy it excites,

Th@
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The world will iboner pardon us any

advantage, even wealth, genius, or beauty,

than that of having a faithful friend ;

every felfifh bofom fwells with envy at the

fight of thofe fecial connexions, which are

the cordials of life, and of which our

narrow prejudices alone prevent our en-

joyment.

Thofe who have neither hearts to feel

this generous affection, nor merit to de-

ferve it, hate all who are in this refpeft

happier than thcmfelves ; they look on a

friend as an invaluable bleffing, and a

bleffing out of their reach ; and abhor all

who poiTefs the treafure for which they;

figh in vain.

For my own part, I had rather be the

dupe of a thoufand falfe profeifions of

friendlhip, than, for fear of being de-

ccived^ give up the purfuit.

Dupe$
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Dupes are happy at leaft for a time

;

but the cold, narrow, fufpicious heart ne-

ver knows the glow of focial pleafure.

Ill the fame proportion as we lofe our

confidence in the virtues of others,, we. lofe.

our proper, happinefs..

The obfervation of this mean jealouf}V-

k> humiliating, to human nature, has in-

fluenced Lord Halifax, m his Advice to.

a Daughter, the fchool of art, prudery,

and felfifh morals,, to caution her againft-

all friendlhips, or, as he calls them, dear-.

nejjes^ as what will make the world envy

and hate her.

After my fweet Bell's tendernefs, I

know no pleafure equal to your friend-

ffiip ; nor would I give it up for the revcr

nue of an eaftern monarch.

I efleem Temple, I love his converfa-

tion j he is gay and amufing •, but I Ihall

never
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never have for him the affedion I feel for

you.

I think you are too apprehenfive in re-

gard to your fifter's happinefs : he loves

her, and there is a certain variety in

her manner, a kind of agreeable ca-

price, that I think will fecure the heart

of a man of his turn, much more than

her merit,, or even the lovelinefs of her

perfon.

She is handfome, exquifitely fo ; hand-

fonier than Bell, and, if you will allow

me to fay fo, than Emily.

I mean, that fhe is fo in the eye of

a painter ; for in that of a lover his

millrefs is the only beautiful objed on

earth.

I allow your /ifter to be very lovely^

but I think Bell more defireable a thou-

fand times ^ and, rationally fpeaking, fhe

who hasj as to me, the art of infpiring

/? the
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the mod tendernefs is, as to me^ to all

intents and purpoles the mail beautiful

woman*

In which faith I choofe to live and die.

I have an idea. Rivers, that you and I

fhall continue to be happy : a real fym-

pathy, a lively talle, mixed with elleem,

led us to marry ; the delicacy, tendernefs,

and virtue, of the two moft charming of

women, promife to keep our iove alive.

We have both ftrong affedbions : both

love the converfation of women •, and nei-

ther of our hearts are depraved by ill-

chofen connexions with the fex.

I am broke in upon, and muft bid you

adieu !

Your affedlionate

J, FlTZGEHALD,'

Bell
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Bell is writing to you. I Ihall be

jealous.

LETTER CC.

To Colonel Rivers, Bellfield, Rutland.

London, O^. 19;

I
DIE to come to Bellfield again, my
dear Rivers •, I have a pafTion for

your little wood ; it is a mighty pretty

wood for an Engliili wood, but nothing

to your Montmorencis ; the dear little

Silleri too—

But to return to the fhades of Bellfield :

your little wood is charming indeed •, not

to particularize detached pieces of your

fcenery, the tcut enfemhie is very in-

viting j obferve, however, I have no

notion
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notion of paradife without an Adam, and

therefore fhall bring Fitzgerald with me
next time..

What could induce you, with this fweet

little retreat, to crofs that vile ocean to

Canada ? I am adonifhed at the madnefs

of mankind, who can expofe themfelves

to pain, mifery, and danger ; and range

th£ world from motives of avarice and

ambition, Vv^hen the rural cot, the fan-

ning gale, the clear ftream, and flowery*

bank, offer fuch delicious cnjoym.ents at

home*.

You men are horrid, rapacious animals^

with your fpirit of enterprize, and your

nonfenfe : ever wanting more land than

you can cultivate, and more money thart

you can fpend.

That eternal purfuit of gain, that rage

of accumulation, in which you are edu-

cated, corrupts your hearts, and robs you>

of half the pleafures of life,

I fhould
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I fhould not, however, make fo free

with the fex, if you and my caro fpofo wers

not exceptions.

You two have really fomething of the

fenfibility and generofity of women.

Do you know. Rivers, I have a fancy

you. and Fitzgerald will always be happy

hufbands ? this is fomething owing to

yourfelves, and fomething to us ; you

have both that manly tendernefs, and

true generofity, which inclines you to

love creatures who have paid you the

compliment of making their happlnefs or

mifery depend entirely on you, and partly

to the little circumftanoe of your being

married to two of the moll agreeable wo-

men breathing.

To fpeak en philofophey my dear Rivers,"

you are not to be told, that the fire of

love, like any other fire, is equally put

out by toa much or too little fuel.

Now
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Now Emily and I, without vanity, be-

fides our being handfome and amazingly

fenfible, to fay nothing of our pleanng

kind of fenfibility, have a certain jufl idea

of caufes and effecls, with a natural blufh-

ing referve, and bridal delicacy, which I

am apt to flatter myfelf—

—

Do you underfland me. Rivers ? I

am not quite clear I underfland my-

felf.

All that I would infmuate Is, that Emily

and I are, take us for all in all, the two
mod charming women in the world, and

that, whoever leaves us, mud change im-

menfely for the worfe.
^

I believe Lucy equally pleafing, but I

think her charms have not fo good a fub-

je6l to work upon.

Temple is a handfome fellow, and loves

her j but he has not the tendernefs of

hearc
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heart that I fo much admire in two certain

youths of my acquaintance.

He is rich indeed j but who cares ?

Certainly, my dear Rivers, nothing can

be more abfurd, or more deftrudive to

happinels, than the very wrong turn we
give our chiidrens imaginations about

marriage.

If mifs and mafter are good, fhe is pro-

mifed a rich hufband, and a coach and f}x^

and he a wife with a monflrous great for-

tune.

Moft of thefe fine pt*omIfes mufi fail

;

and where they do not, the poor things

have only the confolation of finding, when

too late to retreat, that the objeds to

which all their wifhes were pointed have

really nothing to do with happinefs.

Is there a nabobefs on earth half as

happy as the two foolifh little girls about

I o whom
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v.'hom I have been writing, though mar-

ried to fuch poor devils as you and Fitz-

gerald ? Certainement no.

And fo ends my fermon.

Adieu

!

Your moll obedient,

A. Fitzgerald.

LET^
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LETTER CCL

To John Temple, Efq; Temple-houfe,

Rutland.

Bellfield, Oa. 21.-

YOU ridicule my enthufiafm, my dear

Temple, without confidering there'

is no exertion of the human mind, no effort

of the underilanding, imagination, or

heart, without a fpark of this divine fire.

Without enthufiafm, genius, virtue,^

pleafure, even love itfelf, languilhes; all

that refines, adorns, foftens, exalts, enno-

bles life, has its fource in this animating

principle.

I glory in being an enthufiaft in every

thing*, but in nothing fo much as in my
tendemefs for this charming woman.

I ^iri
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I am a perfed Quixote in love, and

would ilorni enchanted cailles, and fight

giants, for nr]y Emily.

C: 'dnefs of-temper damps every fpring

that m ^es the human heart •, it is equally

an enemy to pieafure, riches, fame, to all

which is worth living for.

I thank you for your willies that I was

rich, but am by no means anxious myfelf

on the fubjed.

You fons of fortune, who poiTefs

your thoufands a year, and find them

too little" for your defires^ defires

which grow from that very abundance,

imagine every man milcrable who

wants them^ in which you are greatly

miilaken.

Every real pieafure is within the reach

of my little fortune, and I am very indif-

ferent
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ferent about thofe which borrow their

charms, not from nature, but fi'om fafhion

and caprice.

My houfe is indeed lefs than yours ;

but it is finely fituated, and large enough

for my fortune: that part of it -which

belongs peculiarly to my Em9y is ele-

gant.

I have an equipage, not for parade

but ufe ; and the lovelieft of women
prefers it with me to all that luxury

and magnificence could beflovy with

another.

The flowers in my garden bloom
as fair, the peach glows as deep, as

in yours : does a flower blufh more
lovely, or fmell more fweet 5 a peach

look more tempting than its fellows, I

feled it for my Emily, who receives

it with delight, as the tender tribute

of love.

Vot. IV. E In
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In fome refpeds, we are the more

happy for being lefs rich : the little

avocations, which our mediocrity of for-

tune makes neceflary to both, are the

beft preventives of that languor, from

being too conllantly together, which is

all that love founded on tafte and friend-

fhip has to fear.

Had I my choice, I fliould wifli for

a very fmall addition only to my in-

come, and that for the fake of others,

not myfelf.

I love pleafure, and think it our

duty to make life as agreeable as is con-

fiftent with what we owe to others

;

but a true pleafurable philofopher feeks

his enjoyments where they are really

to be found ^ not in the gratifications

of a childifh pride, but of thole affec-

tions which are born with us, and which

are the only rational fources of enjoy-

ment.

When
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When I am walking in thefe deli-

cious fhades with Emily -, when I fee

thofe lovely eyes, foftened with art-

Icfs fondnefs, and hear the mufic of

that voice ; when a thoufand trifles, un- '

obferved but by the prying fight of

love, betray all the dear fenfations of

that bofom, where truth and delicate

tendernefs have fixed their feat, I know
not the Epicurean of whom I do not de-

^

ferve to be the envy.

Does your fortune, my dear Temple,

make you more than happy? if not,

why fo very earneftly wiih an addition

to mine ? believe me, there is nothing

about which I am more indifferent. I

am ten times more anxious to get the

fined coUcdlion of flowers in the world

for my Emily.

You obferve juflly, that there is no-

thing fo infipid as women who have con-

verfed with women only j let me add,

E 2 nor
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nor fo brutal as men who have lived

only amongft men.

The defire of pleafing on each fide, in

an intercouiTe enlivened by tafte, and go-

verned by delicacy and honor, calls, forth

all the graces of the perion and under-i

Handing, all the amiable feati'Tjents of

the heart : it alfo gives good-breeding,

eafe, and a certain awakened manner,

which is not to be acquired but in mixed

converfation.

Remember, you and my dear Lucy dine

with us to-morrow ; it is to be a V'ttle

family party, to indulge my mother in

the delight of feeing her children ab-3Ut

her, without interruption : 1 have laved

all my beft fruit for this day •, we are

to drink tea and fup in Emily's apart-

ment.

Adieu ! Your affedionate

Ed. Rivers.

I will
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I will to-morrow flicw you better grapes

than any you have at Temple-houle : you
rich men fancy nobody has any thing good
but yourfelves ; but I hope next year

to lliew you that you are miflaken in a

ihoufand inftances. I will have fuch

rofes and jeflamines, fuch bowers of in-

temiingled fweets ^you fhall fee what
aftonifhing things Emily's tafte and my
induftry can do.

LETTER ecu.

To Mrs. Fitzgerald, -fc^-i

Bellfield,. Oa.^.

FINISH your bufinefs, my dear girl,

and let us fee you again at Bellfield.

I need not tell you the pleafure Mr.
Fitzgerald's accompanying you will give

us.

^ E 3 I die
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1 die to fee you, my dear Bell ; it is

not enough to be happy, unlefs I have

fomebody to tell every moment that I

am fo : I want a confidante of my ten-

dernefs, a friend like my Bell, indul-

gent to all my follies, to talk to of

the lovelieft and mofl beloved of man-

kind. I want to tell you a thoufarid

little inftances of that ardent, that re-

fined affedion, which makes aU the

iuppinefs of ray life ! I want to paint

the flattering attention, the delicate fond-

nefs of that dear lover, who is only the

more fo for being a hufband.

You are the only woman on earth to

whom I can, without the appearance of

infult, talk of my Rivers, becaufe you are

the only one I ever knew as happy as

myfelf.

Fitzgerald, in the tendernefs and deli-

cacy of his mind, refembles ftrongly- '

I am
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I am interrupted : Adieu ! for a moment.

It was my Rivers, he brought me a bou-

quet ^ I opened the door, fuppofing it was

my mother; confcious of what 1 had been

writing, I was confufcd at feeing him -, he

fmiled, and guefling the reafon of my em-

barraflment, " I muft leave you, Emily ^

^* you are writing, and, by yotir blufhes,

*^
I know you have been talking of your

!: lover/'

I fliould have told you, he infills on

never feeing the letters I write, and gives

this reafon for it, That he fhould be a

great iofer by feeing them, as it would

reflrain my pen when I talk of him.

I believe, I am very foolifh in my tea-

dernefs i but you will forgive me.

Rivers yefterday was throwing flowers

at me and Lucy, in play, as we were

walking in the garden ; I catched a wall-

E 4 flower,
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flower, aPxd, by an involuntary impulfe,

kifled it, and placed it in my bofom.

He obfcrved me, and his look of plea-

fiire and afFedllon is impofiible to be de-

fcribed. What exquifite pleafure there is

in thefe agreeable follies!

He is the fweeteft triflcr in the world,

my dear Bell : but in what does he not

excel all mankind

!

As the feafon of autumnal flowers is

almofl over, he is fending for all thofe

which blow early in the ipring : he pre-

vents every wilh his Emily can form.

Did you ever, my dear, fee fo fine an

autumn as this ? you will, perhaps, fmile

when I fay, I never faw one fo pleaftng>,

fuch a feafon is more lovely than even the

fpring : I want you down before this

agreeable weather is all over.

lam
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I am going to air with my mother ; my
Rivers attends ns on horfeback; you can-

not think liow amiable his attention is to

both.

AdieiiV my dear; my mother has fent

to let me know fhe is ready.

Your affectionate

Emily RivHRSo'

Unrluc

Es LET.
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LETTER CCIII.

To Captain Fitzgerald.

r"

Bellfield, Oa. 24;

SOME author has fald, '' The happi-

" nefs of the next world, to the vir-

** tuous, will confift in enjoying the fociety

" of minds like their own."

Why then fhould we not do our befl: to

poflefs as much as pofTiblc of this happi-

nefs here ?

You will fee this is a preface to a very

carneft requeft to fee Captain Fermor and

the lovely Bell immediately at our farm

:

take notice, I will not admit even bufmefs

as an excufe much longer.

I am juft come from a walk in the

wood behind the houfe, with my mother

6 and
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and Emily -, I want you to fee it before

it lofes all its charms ; in another fort-

night, its prefent variegated foliage will

be literally humbled in the duft.

There is fomething very pleafing in

this feafon, if it did not give us the

idea of the winter, which is approaching

too fall.

The drynefs of the air, the foft weftern

breeze, the tremulous motion of the fall-

ing leaves, the ruftling of thofe already

fallen under our feet, their variety of

lively colors, give a certain fpirit and agree-

able -fiu6buation to the fcene, which is un-

fpeakably pleafmg.

By the way, we people of warm ima--

ginations have vail advantages over

others •, we fcorn to be confined to pre--

fcnt fcenes, or to give attention to fuch

trifling objeds as times and feafons.

E fe I already
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I already antrcipate the fpring; Tee the

woodbines and wild rofes bloom in my
grove, and almoft catch the gale of per-

fume. '

Twelve o'clock.

J have this moment received your letter,

I am forry for what ycu tell me of Mifs

H

—

'^'y whofe want of art has led her

into indifcretions.

'Tis too common to fee the moft inno-:

£€iity nay, even the moft laudable anions

cenfured by the world ; as we cannot,

however, eradicate the prejudices of

others, it is wifdom to yield to them in

things which are indifferent.

One ought to conform to, and refpe(5b

the cuftoms, as well as the laws and reli«

gion of our country, where they are not

contrary to virtue, and to that moral knk
which
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which Heaven has imprinted ch our ibuls;

where ' they are contrary, ci^ry generous

mind will defpife them.

. I agreelwith:y0;u»jnydear friend;^ that

two perfons who love, not only feem., but

really are, handfomer to each other than

to the reft of the world.
"

. WJi^n .wc look at thofe we ardently

love, a new foftnefs fteals unperccived

Into the eyes, the countenance is more
animated, and the whole form has that air

of tender languor which has fuch charms

for fenfible minds.

To prove the truth of this, my Emily

approaches, fair as the rifing morn, led by
the hand of the Graces ; fhe fees her lover,

and every charm is redoubled ; an invo-

luntary fmile, a blufh of pleafure, fpeak

a paflion, which is the pride of my foul.

Even her voice, melodious as it is by

nature, is foftened when Ihe addreiTes her

happy Rivers.

She
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She coiTies to afk my attendance on her

and my mother j they are going to pay a

morning vifit a few miles off.

Adieu! tell the little Bell ITcifs her

hand.

Your affedionate

Ed. Rivers,'

L E T-
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LETTER CCIV.

To Captain Fitzgerald.

Three o'clock*

WE arc returned, and have met

with an adventure, which I muft

tell you.

About fix miles from home, at the en-^

trance of a fmall village, as I was riding

very faft, a little before the chaife, a boy

about four years old, beautiful as a Cupid„

came out of a cottage on the right-hand,

and, running crofs the road, fell almoft

under my horfc's feet.

I threw myfelf off in a moment 5 and

fnatching up the child, who was, however,

unhurt, carried him to the houfe.

I was
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I was met at the door by a young vw)-

man, plainly dreft -, but of a form un-

commonly elegant : ffee 'laad feen the

child fall^ and her terror for him was

plainly marked in her countenance \ Ihe

received him from me, prefTed him to her

bofom, and, without fpeaking, melted

iatp tears. ^,

Mymothe^' and Ei^yy had by thi^ tirrfc

reached the cottage j the humanity of feoth

was too much interefted to let them pafs :

they alighted, came into the houfe, and

enquired about the child, with an air of

tcndemcfs which was not. loft on the

yomig perfon, whom we fuppofed his-

; She, appeared abdwt two and twenty,

was handfome, with.jm aii* of the world,

which the plainnefs of her drefs could

nat.hid)(;', hen (Joiimteh^mie was penfive,

\yith..a mixture ^tfehf^bility which i^-

ftantly pi-yudiced us. all in her favor

^

her
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her look feemed to fay, fhe was un-

happy/ and that Ihe deferved to be

oxherwife.

Her manner was refpeftful, but cafy

and unconftrained ;
polite, without being

fervile; and flie acknowledged the intereft

we all fcemed to take in what related to

her, in ^ manner that, convinced Us fhe

deferved.it.

Though every thing about us, the

extreme neatnefs, the elegant fimpli-

city of her houfe and little garden, her

-^wn perfon," th^at of- the child^ both per-

feaiy ^nteel,' • hqr ' rpblitenefsi :t3Tcr :alr

"of theiwotldi ih a Cottage like that of

the meaneift laborer,- tended to c^dte

the moft lively curiofity ; neither good-

breeding, humanity, nor the refpedt

due to thofe who appear unfortunate,

.would allow us. to make any enquiries :

we left the place full of this adventure,

cpnvinced of the merit, as well as un-

happinefsj
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happinefs, of its fair inhabitant, and re-

folvcd to find out, if poflible, whether

her misfortunes were of a kind to be alle-

viated, and within our little power to al-

leviate.

I will own to you, my dear Fitzgerald,

I at that moment felt the fmallnefs of my
fortune : and I believe Emily had the

fame fenfations, though her delicacy pre-

vented her naming them to me, who have

made her poor.

We can talk of nothing but the

ftranger ;- and Emily is determined to

call on her again to-morrow, on pretence

of enquiring after the health of the

child,

I tremble left her ftory, for fhe cer-

tainly has one, fhould be fuch as, how-

ever it may entitle her to compaffion, may

make
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make it impofliblc for Emily to fhcw it in

the manner Ihe Teems to wifli.

Adieu I

Your faithful

Ed. Rivers.'

LETTER CCV.

To Captain Fitzgerald;

Bellfield, 0£t. 34,

WE have been again at the cottage

;

and are more convinced than ever,

that this amiable girl is not in the ftation

in which fhe was born -, we (laid two hours,

and varied the converfation in a manner
which, in fpite of her extreme modefty,

made
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made it impciTiblc for her to avpid fliew-

ing fhe had been educated with uncom-

mon care : her ftyle is correal and ele-

gant ; her fentiments noble, yet unaf-

fected j we talked of books, flie fald

little on the fubje^fl ; but that little fhew-

ed a tafte which aflonillied us.

• ^A'nxiotis as we are to know her true

fituation, in order, if fiie merits it, to

endeavor to ferve her^ yet delicacy

made it impofTible for us to give the

lead hint of a curiofity which might

make her fuppofe we entertained ideas to

her prejudice.

She feemed greatly affeded with the

humane concern Emily exprelTed for

the child's danger yeflerday, as well as

wrtii the polite and even affectionate

manner in which fhe appeared to intereit

lierfelf in- all which related to her ;

Emily made her general offers of fer-

vice with a timid kind of foftnefs in

^her air, which feemed to fpeak rather

r'bfciii a perfon
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a perfon afl^Ling a favor than wifhing to

confer an obligation.

She thanked my fweet Emily with a

look of fnrprize and gratitude to which it

is not eafy to. do juftice -, there was, how-

ever, an embarraflment in her countenance

at thofe offers, which a little alarms me ;

,

Ihe abfolutely declined coming to Bell-

field : I know not what to think.

Emily, who has taken a ftrong preju-

dice in her favor, will anfwer for her con-

du'^t with her life , but I will own to you,

I am not without my doubts.

When I confider the inhuman arts of

the abandoned part of one fex, and the

romantic generofity and too unguarded

confidence, of the mofl amiable of the

other ; when I refledl that where women

love, they love without referve ; that

they fondly imagine the man who is dear

to them poiTefled of every virtue -, that

their very integrity of mind prevents

their
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their fufpicions ; when I think of her

prefent retirement, fo apparently ill fuited

to her education ; when I fee her beau-

ty, her elegance of perfon, with that

tender and melancholy air, fo ftrongly

expreflive of the moil exquifite fenfi-

bility i
when, in ihort, I fee the child,

and obferve her fondnefs for him, I

have fears for her, which I cannot con-

quer.

I am as firmly convinced as Emily of

the goodnefs of her heart j but I am
not fo certain that even that very good-

nefs may not have been, from an unhappy

concurrence of circumftances, her misfor-

tune.

We have company to dine.

Adieu ! till the evening.

About
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Ten at night*

About three hours ago, Emily received

the inclofed, from our fair cottager.

Adieu f

Your afFcftionate

Ed. RiversT

" To Mrs. Rivers.

*' Madam,

Though I have every reafon to

wifh the melancholy event which

brought me here, might continue un-

known
-,

yet your generous concern

for a ftranger, who had no recom-

mendation to your notice but her ap-

pearing unhappy, and whofe fufpi-

" cious fituation would have injured her

<'c

" m
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*' in a mii'id kfs noble than yours, has
*' deterniined me to lay before you a

*'
ftory, whi^h it was my refokition: to

" conceal for ever. ,i:/Ko(';nf^Hi

" I faw. Madam,, in your counte-

" nance, when you honored me by
" calling at my houfe this morning, and
" I faw with an admiration no words
" can fpeak, the amiable ftruggle be-

*' tween the defire of knowing the na-
*^ ture of my diftrefs in order to foften

" it, and the delicacy which forbad your
" enquiries, left they fhould wound my
*' fenfibility and felf-love.

*' To fuch ^ heart I run no hazard in

*' relating what in the world would, per-
*"* haps, draw on me a thoufand reproaches

;

*' reproaches, however, I flatter myfelf,

** undeferved.

" You have had the politenefs to fay,

*' there is fomething in my appearance
*• which fpeaks my birth above my pre-

3
" fent
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fent fituation : in this. Madam, I am
fo happy as not to deceive your gene-

rous partiality.

" My father, who was an officer of

family and merit, had the misfortune

to lofe my mother whilil I was an in-

fant.

'' He had the goodnefs to take on

himfelf the care of diredling my edu-

cation, and to have me taught what-

ever he thought becoming my fex,

though at an expence much too great

for his income.

As he had little more than his com-

mifTion, his parental tendernefs got fo

far the better of his love for his pro-

feflion, that, when I was about fifteen,

he determined on quitting the army, in

order to provide better for mc; but,

whilft he was in treaty for this purpofe,

a fever carried him off in a few days,

and left me to the world, with little

Vol. IY. F 1! more
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" more than five hundred pounds, which,
" however, was, by his will, immediately

" in my power.

*'
I felt too flrongly the lofs of this

'' excellent parent to attend to any
•' other confideration ; and, before I was
' enough myfelf to think what I was
•' to do for a fubfiftence, a friend of
'' my own age, whom I tenderly loved,

'' who was juft returning from fchool

' to her father's, in the north of Eng-
' land, infilled on my accompanying her,

* and fpending fome time with her in the

' country.

*'
I found in my dear Sophia, all the

' confolation my grief could receive

;

' and, at her prefling folicitation, and
' that of her father, who faw his daogh-

' ter's happinefs depended on having me
' with her^ I continued there three

' years, bleit in the calm delights of

' friendfliip, and thofe blamelefs plea-

' fures, with which we fliould be too

!' happy.
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happy, it the heart could content itfelf,

when a young baronet, whofe forni

was as lovely as his foul was dark, came

to interrupt our felicity.

" My Sophia, at a ball, had the ni\(~

fortune to attrad his notice ^ llie was

rather handfome, though without re-

gular features •, her form was elegant

and feminine, and fhe had an air of

youth, of foftnefs, of fenfibility, of

blufliing innocence, which feemed in-

tended to infpire delicate paflions alone,

and which would have difarmed any

mind lefs depraved than that of the

man, who only admired to deftroy.

*' She was the rofe^bud yet impervious

to the fun.

*' Her heart was tender, but had never

" met an objed which feemed worthy of
*'

it •, her fentiments were difmterelled,

'^ and romantic to excefs.

F z " Her
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" Her father was, at that time, in

•' Holland, whither the death of a re-

" lation, who had left him a fmall

'' eftate, had called him : we were alone,

" unproteded, delivered up to the un-

" happy inexperience of youth, miftreffes

" of our own conduct •, myfelf, the

eldeft of the two, but jufl eighteen,

when my Sophia's ill fate conducted

Sir Charles Verville to the ball where

flie firft faw him.

" He danced with her, and endeavored
*' to recommend himfelf by ail thofe

*'
little unmeaning, but flattering atten-

*' tions, by which our credulous fex are

" fo often milled , his manner was ten-

.*' der, yet timid, modeft, refpecbful j his

*' eyes were continually fixed on her, but

** when he met hers, artfully caft down,
*' as if afraid of offending.

" He afked permifTion to enquire after

" her health the next day j he came, he

tl was enchanting, polite, lively, foft,

" infinuating
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" infmuating, adorned with every out-

" ward grace which could embelliflv

*'
virtue, or hide vice from view ^ to

*'
fee and to love him was almoft the

"
fame thing.

" lie entreated leave to continue his

" vifits, wliich he found no ditliculty in

" obtaining : during two months, not a

" day pafled without our feeing him ; his

" behaviour was fuch as would fcarce

" have alarmed the mofl fufpicious heart

;

" what then could be expelled of us,

" young, fincere, totaljy ignorant of the

" world, and ftrongly prejudiced in fa-

*' vor of a man, whole converfation fpoke

" his foul the abode of every virtue ?

'' BluHiing I mufl own, nothing but
" the apparent preference he gave to my
" lovely friend, could have faved my
" heart from being a prey to the fame
'' tendernefs which ruined her.

F 3
" He
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^ He addrclTed her with all the fpe-

clous arts which vice could invent to

feduce innocence ; his refpec^, his

" eileem, feemed equal to his paiTion

;

he talked of honor, of the delight of
** an union where the tender affedions
** alone were confulted j wiflied for her
** father's return, to afk her of him in

** marriage 5 pretended to count impa-

tiently the hours of his ablence, which

delayed his happinefs : h« even pre-

'* vailed on her to write her father an ac-

** count of his add relies.

" New to love, my Sophia's young
**

lieart too eafily gave way to the foft im-
** prefTion ; {lit loved, fne idolized this

*' mofl bafe of mankind •, llie would have

" thought it a kind of facrilege to have
** had any will in oppofition to hijs.

" After fome months of unremitted
*' afiiduity, her father being expelled in

•' a few days, he dropped a hint, as if by
" accident,
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accident, that he wllhed his fortune lc]5,

that he might be the more certain he was

loved for himfelf aloae vhe blamed him-

fclf for this delicacy, bi:t charged it oa

excefs of love ; vowed he would rather

die than injure her, yet wifhed to be

convinced her fondnef; was without re-

ferve.

" Generous, diUnterelled, eager ro.

^^ prove the excefs and fincerity of lifi:

*'
palTio-n, Hie fell into tlie fn are ; fne

^^ agreed to go off v/ith iiim, and
'' live fome time in a retirement where

" fhe was to fee only himfelf, after

** which he engaged, to marry her puo-
" licly.

'* He pretended ecR-afies at this proof
*' of affedion, yet hefitated to accept

" it •, and, by piquing the generofity

" of her foul, which knew no guile,

" and therefore fufpeded none, led her

to infift on devoting herfeif to wretch-

^' ediief?»

F ^
*' In
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*' In order, however, that this Hep

*' might be as little known as pofTible,

*' as he pretended the utmoft concern
" for that honor he was contriving

" to deflroy, it was agreed between
*' them, that he fhould go immediately
*' to London, and that ihe fliould fol-

^' low him, under pretence of a vifit to
'' a relation at fome diflance ; the great-
*' eft difficulty was, how to hide this

" defign from me.

" She had never before concealed
*' a thought from her beloved Fanny •,

*' nor could he now have prevailed

" on her to deceive me, had * he not
*' artfully perfwaded her I was myfelf
" in love with him ; and that, there-
*' fore, it would be cruel, as well as

" imprudent^ to truft me with the
*' fee ret.

'* Nothing Ihews fo'flrongly the power
*^ of love, in abforbing every faculty of
" the foulj as my dear Sophia's &eing

" pi-evailed
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*^ prevailed on to ufe art with the friend
<c mod dear to her on earth,

" By an unworthy piece of deceit,

*'
I was fent to a relation for fome

** weeks ; and the next day Sophia
" followed her infamous lover,

^
leaving

'*
letters for me and her father, calcu-

^''
lated to perfwade us, they were pri-

^ vately married..

" My dillrefs, and that of the un-
'^ happy parent, may more eafily be
" conceived than defcribed ; fevere by
^^ nature, he caft her from his heart

" and fortune for ever, and fettled his

" eftate on a nephew,, then at the uni-

'* verfity.

*' As to me, grief and tendernefs

** were the only fenfations I felt : I

" went to town, and took every pri-

*' vate method to difcover her retreat,,

'* but in vain ; till near a year after,

"when, being in London, with a friend

F 5- :Sf:
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'* of my mother's, a fervant, who had
*' lived with my Sophia, faw me in the

" fbreer, and knew me : by her means,

'M difcovered that fhe was in diftrefs,

" abandoned by her lover, in that mo-
*' ment when his tendernels was moft
*' neceflary.

*'
I flew to her, and found her in.

^' a miferable apartment, in which no-
** thing but an extreme neatnefs would
'' have made me fuppofe fhe had ever

*'Teen happier days ; the fervant who
*' brought me to her attended her.

** She was in bed, pale, emaciated •,

** the lovely babe you faw with mc in

** her arms.

*' Though prepared for my vifit, fhe

** was unable to bear the Ihock of
*' feeing me ^ I ran to her, fhe raifed

** herfeif in the bed, and, throw-
*' ing her feeble arras round my
" neck, could only fay, ' My Fanny !

6 Ms
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•
is this pofilble !* " and fainted a-

** way.

" Our cares having recovered her,

*' ihe endeavored to connpofe herfelf •,

*' her eyes were fixed tenderly on me,

" fhe prefled my hand between hers,

*' the tears Hole filently down her checks v

'' fhe looked at her child, then at me-,

" fhe would have fpoke, but the feel-

" ings of her heart were too flrong for

** exprefTion.

" I begged her to be calm, and promif-
'*' ed to fpend the day with her -, I did

" not yet dare, left the emotion fhould

" be too much for her weak ftate, to tdi

*' her we would part no more.

*^
I, took a room in the houfe, and de-

** termined to give all my attention ro

" the reftoratlon of her health -, afier

" which, I hoped to contrive to make
" my little fortune, with indullry, fup-
*' port us both.

F 6 "I fat
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" I fat up with her that night ;

*' fhe got a little reft, flie feemed bet-

" ter in the morning ; ihe told me
" the particulars I have already relat-

*' ed ', fhe, however, endeavored to fof-

*' ten the cruel behaviour of the wretch,

" whofe name I could not hear with-

!' out horror.

" She had in the afternoon a little

*' fever 5 I fent for a phyfician, he
** thought her in danger ^ what did not
^' my heart feel from this information ?

*' fhe grew worfe, I never left her one
** moment.

*' The next morning fhe called me
*' to her -y fhe took my hand, and look-

*' ing at me with a tendernefs no lan-

*' guage can defcribe,

" * My dear, my only friend, faid fhe,

*'
I am dying-, you are come to receive the

^ laft bre?th of your unhappy Sophia : I

JO !' wifh
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*' wifli with ardor for my father's blef-

*' fing and forgivenefs, but dare not alk

" them.

" The weaknefs of my heart has un-
" done rrte ; I am lofl:, abandoned by
*' him on whom my foul doated ; by
'*

him, for whom I would have facrificed
*'

a thoufand lives -, he has left me with
" my babe to perilh, yet I Hill love
''

him with unabated fondnefs : the
"

pang of lofmg him finks me to the
"

grave !'

*' H^r fpeech here failed her for a time •,

" but recovering, fhe proceeded,

" ' Hard as this requefl mayfeem,and
" to whatever miferies it may expofe my
" angel friend, I adjure you not to defert
*' my child ; fave him from the wretch-
'' ednefs that threatens him ; let him find

" in you a mother not lefs tender, but
*^ more virtuous, than his own.

<c
I know.
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^'

I know, my Fanny, I undo you by
" this cruel confidence ; but who elle

*^*
will have mercy on this innocent ?'

" Unable to anfwer,. my heart torn
*' with unutterable anguifh, I fnatched
*' the lovely babe to my bofom, I

" kilTed him, I bathed him with my
*' tears.

'* She underfcood me, a gleam of

pleafure brightened her dying eyes,

the child was Hill prefTed to my heart,

**" fne gazed on us both with a look of
'* wild afFcdion •, then,, clafping her

hands together, and breathing a fer-

" vent prayer to Heaven, funk down,,
** and expired without a- groan—

—

'* To you, Madam, I. need not fay

" the reft.

" The eloquence of angels could not

paint my diftrefs y I faw the friend of

!' my
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" my foul, the bed and moil: gentle of-

•" her fex, a breathlefs corfe before me 5

her heart broke by the ingratitude of
" the man Ihe loved, her honor the fp^rt
'^ of fools, her guiltlefs child a fharer in.

" her fhame.

And all this ruin brought on by a.

'* fenfibility of which the befl minds alone
" are fufceptible, by that noble integrity

" of foul which made it impoflible for hec
" to fufped another.

" Dillra^led with, grief, I kifled my,
*' Sophia's pale lips, talked to her lifelefa

" form •, I promifed to proted the fweet
*' babe, who fmiled on me, and with his

" little hand prcfTed mine, as if fenfible of
•' what I faid»

'* As foon as my grief was enough
" calmed to render me capable of any
** thing, I wrote an account of SOf
" phia's death to her father, who had

'' the
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" the inhumanity to refufe to fee her-

" child

" I difdained an application to her
** murderer •, and retiring to this place,

" where I was, and refolved to conti-
*"' nue, unknown, determined to devote

" my life to the fweet infant, and to

" fupport him by an induitry which

"I did not doubt Heaven would.

" profper.

'" The faithful girl who had attended.

" Sophia, begged to continue with me

;

" we work for the milleners in the neigh-

" bouring towns, and, with the little pit-

" tance I have, keep above want.

'*
I know the confequence of what I

" have undertaken •, I know I give up
" the world and ail hopes of happinefs

" to myfelf : yet will I not defert this

•* friendlefs little innocent, nor betray

t! the coniidence of my expiring friend,.

.'' whofe
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'* whofe laft moments were foothed with

" the hope of his finding a parent's care

in me.

*' You have had the goodnefs to

" willi to fervc me. Sir Charles Ver-
" ville is dead : a fever, the confequence
*' of his nngoverned intemperance, car-

*' ried him off fuddenly : his brother Sir

" William has a worthy charadter •, if

" Colonel Rivers, by his general acquaint*
'' ance with the great world, can repre-

fent this ftory to him, it pofllbly may
procure my little Charles happier prof->

peds than my poverty can give him,

'' Your goodnefs, Madam, m.akes it un-

neceflary to be more explicit : to be un«

happy, and not to have merited it, is a

fufficient claim to your proteclion.

ce

You are above the low prejudices of

common minds ; you will pity the

wretched vicSlim of her own unfulDedt-
<« :

ing heart, you will abhor the memory
" of
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of her favage undoer, you will ap-

prove my complying with her dying

requeil, though in contradiction to the

felfifh maxims of the world : you will,

if in your power, endeavor to ferve my
**

little prattler.

" 'Till I had explained my fituation, I

^ could not think of accepting the honor
" you allowed me to hope for, of en-

" quiring after your health at Bellfiel-d ;

'*
if the frep I have taken meets with

your approbation, I fhall be mod happy

to thank you and Colonel Rivers for

your attention to onCj whom you would

before have been juiliiied in fuppodng

unworthy of h.

€i

ii

H
" I am. Madam, v^Jith the mofb perfecc

refped and gratitude.

*' Your obliged

and obedient fervant,

!' F. Williams.*^

Yoim
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Your own heart, my dear Fitzgerald,

will tell yon what were our refle6lions

on reading the inclofed : Emily, whofe

gentle heart feels for the .weaknefles as

well as misfortunes of others, will to-

morrow fetch this heroic girl and her

little ward, to fpend a week at^Bellfield ;

and we will then confider what is to be

done for them.

You know Sir William Verville ; ga
to him from me with the inclofed letter,

he is a man of honor, and will, I am cer-

tain, provide for the poor babe, who,

had not his father been a monfter of

unfeeling inhumanity, would have inhe«^

rited the eftate and title Sir William now
enjoys.

Is not the midnight murderer, my dear-

friend, white as fnow to this vile feducer ?

this betrayer of unfurpe6ling, truiling,

innocence ? what tranfport is it to me ta

reflect, that, no.t one bofom ever heaved a
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figh of remorfe of which I was the

caufe !

I grieve for tjie poor vidim of a tender-

nefs, amiable in itfelf, though productive

of fuch dreadful confequences when not

under the guidance of reafon.

It ought to be a double tie on the ho-

nor of men, that the woman who truly

loves gives up her will without referve ta

the objed: of her affedtion.

Virtuous lefs from reafoning and fixed

principle, than from elegance, and a lovely

delicacy of mind ; naturally tender, even

to excefs ^ carried away by a romance of

fentiment •, the helplefs fex are too eafily

feduced, by engaging their confidence,

and piquing their generofity.

I cannot write ; my heart is. foftcned to.

a degree which makes me incapable of

4ny thing.

Do.
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Do not negled one moment going to

Sir William Ver/ille.

Adieu

!

Your affedionate

Ed. Rivers.

LET.
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LETTER CCVI.

To Colonel Rivers,

Ca. 28.

THE flory you have told me has

equally fhocked and aftonifhed me:

my fweet Bell has dropped a pitying tear

on poor Sophia's grave.

Thank Heaven ! we meet with few

minds like that of Sir Charles Verville
j

fuch a degree of favage infenfibility is

unnatural.

The human heart is created weak, not

wicked: avid of pleafure and of gain;

but with a mixture of benevolence, which

prevents our feeking either to the dellruc.-

tion of others.

Nothing
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Nothing can be more falfe than that we
are naturally inclined to evil : we are in-

deed naturally inclined to gratify the

felfilh pafllons of every kind ; but thofe

paflions are not evil in themfelves, they

only become fo from excefs.

The malevolent pafiions are not inhe-

rent in our nature. They are only to be

acquired by degrees, and generally are

born from chagrin and difappointmentj a

wicked character is a depraved one.

What muft this unhappy girl have fuf-

fered ! no mifery can equal the ftruggles of

a virtuous mind wiihing to afl in a manner

becoming its own dignity, yet carried by

paflions to do otherwife.

One o'clock.

I have been at Sir William Yerville's,

who is at Bath; I will write, and inclofe

the letter to him this evening , you fhall

iiave his anfwer the moment I receive it.

Wc
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We are going to dine at Richmond

with Lord H—~.

Adieu ! my dear Rivers •, Bell complains

you have never anfwered her letter : I own,

I thought you a man of more gallantry

than to neglc'^ a lady.

Adieu

!

Your faithful

J. Fitzgerald.

LET-
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LETTER CCVIL

To Captain Fitzgerald.

Bellfield, Oft. 30.

I
AM very impatient, my dear friend,

till you hear from Sir William, though

I have no doubt of his ading as he ought

:

our cottagers fhall not leave us till their

fate is determined ; I have not told Mifs

Williams the Hep I have talcen.

Emily is more and more pleafed with

this amiable girl ; I wifh extremely to be

able to keep her here ; as an agreeable

companion of her own age and fex, whofe

ideas are fimilar, and who, from being in

the fam.e feafon of life, fees things in the

fame point of view, is all that is wanting

to Emily's happinefs.

'Tisimpofiible to mention fimilarity o(

ideas, without obferving how exactly ours

coincide ; in all my acquaintance with

Vol. IV, G man-
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mankind, I never yet met a mind fo near-

ly refembling my own ; a tie of afFedlion

much itronger than all your mierit would

be without that fimilarity.

I agree with you, that mankind are

born virtuous, and that it is education and

example which make them otherwife.

The believing other men knaves is not

only the way to make them fo, but is alfo

an infallible method of becoming fuch

ourfelves.

A falfe and ill-judged method of inflruc-

don, bywhich we imbibe prejudices inftead

of truths, makes us regard the human race

as beads of prey, not as brothers, united

by one common bond, and promoting the

general interefl by purfuing our own par-

ticular one.

There is nothing of which I am more

convinced than that,

!! True
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*' True felf-love and iocial are the

" fame:"

That thofe pafTions which make the

happinefs of individuals, tend directly to

the general good of the fpecies.

The beneficent Author of nature has

made public and private happinefs the

fame ; man has in vain endeavored to di-

vide them ; but in the endeavor he has

almoft deflroyed both.

'Tis with pain I fay, that the bufinefs of

legiflation in m.oil countries feems to have

been to counter-work this wife order of

Providence, which has ordained, that we
ihall make others happy in being fo our-

felves.

This is in nothing fo glaring as in the

point on which not only the happinefs,

but the virtue of almoft the whole human
G 2 race
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race is concerned : I mean marriage

;

the reftraints on which, in almoft every

country, not only tend to encourage

celibacy, and a de(Lru6live libertinifm

the confequencc of it, to give frefli

llrength to domeftic tyranny, and lub-

je6t the generous afFe(5lions of uncor-

rupted youth to the guidance of thofe

in whom every motive to adlion but

avarice is dead; to condemn the blame-

lefs vidims of duty to a life of indif-

ference, of difguft, and poflibly of guilt

;

but, by oppofing the very fpirit of our

conftitution, throv/ing property into a

few hands, and favoring that exccflive

inequality, which renders one part of

the fpecies wretched, without adding to

the happinefs of the other-, to dellroy

at once the domeftic felicity of indivi-

duals, contradid the will of the Su-

preme Being, as clearly wrote in the

book of nature, and fap the very foun-

dations of the moll perfect form of

government on earth.

A pretty
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A pretty long-winded period this : Bell

would call it true Ciceronian, and quote

*'
Rivers for a period of a mile.*'

But to proceed. The only equality to

which parents in general attend, is that of

fortune j whereas a refcmblance in age, in

temper, in perfonal iattradions, in birth,

in education, underftanding, and fenti-

ment, are the only foundations of that

lively tafte, that tender friendfhip, with-

out v/hich no union deferves the facred

name of marriage.

Timid, compliant youth may be forced

into the arms of age and difeafe *, a lord

may invite a citizen's daughter he defpiles

to his bed, to repair a fhattered fortune

;

and Ihe may accept him, allured by the

rays of a coronet : but fuch conjundions

are only a more fhameful fpecies of profti-

tution.

Men
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Men who marry from interefted motives

are inexcufable •, but the very modefty of

wom.en makes againft their happinefs in

this point, by giving them a kind of bafli-

ful fear of objeding to fuch perfons as

their parents recommend as proper ob-

jeds of their tendernefs.

I am prevented by company from fay«

ing all I intended.

Adieu ! Your faithful

Ed. Rivers,

L E T-
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LETTER CCVIIL

To Colonel Rivi^as.

Templc-houfe, Nov. i»

YOU wrong me exceflively, my dear

Rivers, in accufmg me of a natural

levity in love and friendfhip.

As to the latter, my frequent changes,

which I freely acknowledge, have noc

hctn owing to any inconftancy, but to

precipitation and want of caution in con-

tradling them.

My general fault has been the folly of

choofing my friends for fome flriking and

agreeable accomplilhment, inflead of giv-

ing to folid merit the preference which

moil certainly is its due.

G 4 My
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My inconftancy in love has been meerly

from vanity.

There is fomething fo flattering in the

general favor of women^ ihat it requires

great firmnefs of mind to refift that kind

of gallantry which indulges it, though ab-

folutely deftryftive to real happinefs.

I blufh to fay, that v/hen I firft mar-

ried 1 have more than once been in dan-

ger, from the mere boyifh defire of con-

queil, notwithftanding my adoration for

your lovely fifter : fuch is the force of

habit, for I muft have been infinitely a

lofer by changing.

I am now perfedly fafe ^ my vanity has

taken another turn : I pique myfelf on

keeping the heart of the lovelieft woman
that ever exiiled, as a nobler conqueft

than attra6ting the notice of a hundred

coquets, who would be equally flattered

by the attention of any other man, at ieafl:

any
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any other man who had the good fortune

to be as fafhionable.

Every thing confpires to keep me in the

road of domeftic happincfs : the manner

of life I am engaged in, your friendfhip,

your example, and fociety -, and the very

fear I am in of loling your efteem.

That I have the feeds of conflancy in

my nature, I call on you and your lovely

fifler to witnefs ; I have been your friend

from almoft infancy,, and am every hour

more ber lover.

She is my friend, my companion, as

well as miftrefs •, her wit, her fprightli-

nefs, her pleafing kind of knowledge, fill

with delight thofe hours which are fo

tedious with a fool, however lovely.

With my Lucy, pofTeflion can never

cure the wounded heart.

G g Her
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Her modefty, her angel purity of mind

and perfon, render her literally,

.
" My ever-new delight.'*

She has convinced me, that if beauty

is the mother, delicacy is the nurfe of

love.

Venus has lent her her ceflus, and

fhares with her the attendance of the

Graces.

My vagrant palTions, like the rays of

the fun colledted in a burning glafs, are

now united in one point.

Lucy is here. Adieu ! I mufl not let

her know her power.

You fpend to-morrow with us ; we

have a little ball, and are to have a maf-

querade next week,

Lucy
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Lucy wants to confult Emily on her

drefs •, you and I are not to be in the

fecret : we have wrote to afk the Fitzg-e-

raids to the mafquerade; I will fend

Lucy's poil-coach for them the day be-

fore, or perhaps fetch them myfelf.

Adieu f

Your affeflionate

J, Tejmple.

G 6 L E T.
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LETTER CCIX.

To Captain Fitzgerald.

Bellfield, Nov. i^

I
HAVE this moment a letter from

Temple which has fet my heart at reft :

he writes like a lover, yet owns his pall

danger, with a franknefs which fpeaks

more ftrongly than any profefTions could

do, the real prefent ftate of his heart.

My anxiety for my fifter has a little

broke in on my ov^n happinefs ; in Eng-
land, where the married women are in

general the moft virtuous in the world, it

is of infinite confequence they fliould love

their hufbands, and be beloved by them j

in countries where gallantry is more per-

mitted, it is lefs neceflary.

Temple
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Temple will make her happy whilfl llie

preferves his heart ; but, if fhe lofes it,

every thing is to be feared from the viva-

city of his nature, which can never fupport

one moment a life of indifxei-ence.

He has that warmth of temper which
is the natural foil of the virtues j buc

which is unhappily, at the fame time^

mod apt to produce indifcretions.

Tam.e, cold, difpafTionate minds re-

ferable barren lands ^ warm, animated

ones, rich ground, which, if properly

cultivated, yields the nobleil fruit ; but,,

if neglected, from its luxuriance is moil
productive of weeds.

His misfortune has been- lofing both

his parents when iiimoft an infant; and
having been mafter of himfelf and a noble

fortune, at an age when the pafllons hurry
\is beyond the bounds of rcafon.

I am
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I am the only perfon on earth by whom

he would ever bear to be controlled in

any thing ; happily for Lucy, I preferve

the influence over him which friendihip

lirft gave me.

That influence, and her extreme atten-

tion to ftudy his tafte in every thing -y

with thofe uncommon graces both of mind
and perfon Ihe has received from nature^

will, I hope, effedually fix this wander-

ing flar.

She tells me, fhe has afked you to a

mafquerade atTemple-houfe, to which you
will extremely oblige us all by coming.

You do not tell us, whether the affair

of your majority is fettled : if obliged to

return immediately, Temple will fend

you back.

Adiea I Your faithful

Ed. RiirERs;

I have-
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I have this moment your laft letter :

you are right, we American travellers are

under great difadvantages ; our imagina-

tions are reftrained ; we have not the

pomp of the orient to defcribe, but the

fimple and unadorned charms of nature.

LETTER CCX.

To Colonel Rivers, Bellfield, Rutland.

Nov. 4.]

SI R William Verville is come back to

town ; I was with him this morning ;

he defires to fee the child -, he tells me, his-

brother, in his laft moments, mentioned

this ftory in all the agony of remorfe, and

begged him to provide for the little inno-

cent, if to be founds that he had made

many enquiries, but hitherto in vain j and

that he thought himfelf happy in the dif-

covery.

He
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He talks of fettling three thoufand

pounds on the child, and taking the care

of educating him into his own hands.

I hinted at feme little provifion for the

amiable girl who had faved him from pe-

rifhing, and had the pleafure to find Sir

William liften to me with attention,

I am forry it is not pofHble for me to be

at your mafquerade -, but my affair is juft

at the crifis : Bell expeds a particular ac-

count of it from Mrs. Rivers, and defires

to be immediately in the fecret of the

ladies dreffes, though you are not : fhe

begs you will fend your fair cottager and

little charge to us, and we will take care ta

introduce them properly to Sir William,

I am too much hurried to fay more.

Adieu! my dear Rivers !

Your afFedionate

J. Fitzgerald,

^ LET-
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LETTER CCXr

To Mrs* FitzcKRALD.

Nov. 8*

YE S, my dear Bell, politenefs is un*

doubtediy a moral virtue.

As we are beings formed for, and not

capable of being happy without, fociety,

it is the duty of every one to endeavor to

make it as eafy and agreeable as they can ;

which is only to be done by fuch an

attention to others as is conftftent with

what we owe to ourfelves •, all we give

them in civility will be re-paid us in

refpcdb : infolence and ill-breeding are

deteftable to all mankind.

I long to fee you, my dear Bell ; the

delight I have had in your fociety has.

fpoiled



13S THE HISTORY OF
fpoiled my relifh for that of meer acquain-

tance, however agreeable*

*Tis dangerous to indulge m the

pkv.f'ji'eg of ffiendfliip ^ they weaken

oftw's talk too mueh fgi' Qommm con*

verfation,

Yet what other pleafures are worth

the name ? what others have fpirit and

delicacy too ?

I am preparing for the mafquerade,

which is to be the i8th 5 I am ex-

tremely difappointed you will not be

with us.

My drefs is fimple and unornament-

ed, but I think becoming and prettily

fancied -, it is that of a French paifanne

:

Lucy is to be a fultana, blazing with

diamonds : my mother a Roman ma-

tron.

I choofe this drefs becaufe I have heard

my
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my dear Rivers admire it ; to be one mo-

ment more pleafmg in his eyes, is an ob-

jed worthy all my attention.

Adku !

Your faithful

Emily Rivers^

LET-



140 THE HISTORY OF

LETTER CCXIL

To Mrs. Rivers, Bellfield, Rutland.

Lofidon^ Nov* i®.

CERTAINLY, my dear, friendfliip

is a mighty pretty invention, and,

next to love, gives of all things the

greatefl fpirit to fociety.

And yet the prudery of the age will

hardly allow us poor women even this

pleafure, innocent as it is.

I remember my aunt Cecily, who died

at fixty-fix, without ever having felt the

leaft fpark of affedlion for any human be-

ing, ufed to tell me, a prudent modeft wo-

man never loved any thing but'Tierfelf.

For my part, I think all the kind pro-

penfities of the heart ought rather to be

cherillied
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cherilhcd than checked ; that one is al-

lowed to efteem merit even in the naughty-

creature, man.

I love you very fincerely, Emily : but

I like friendlhips for the men befl: ; and

think prudery, by forbidding them, robs

us of fome of the moft lively as well as

innocent pleafures of the heart.

That delire of pleafing, which one feels

much the moft ftrongly for a male friend,

is in itfelf a very agreeable emotion.

You will fay, I am a coquet even in

friendlhip ; and I am not quite fure you

are not in the right.

I am extremely in lov^ with m^ huf-

band •, yet choofe other men fnould re-

gard me with complacency, am as fond

of attracting the attention of the dear

creatures as ever, and, though I dojuf-

tice to your wit, underflandingj fenti-

5 ment.
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ment, and all that, prefer Rivers's conver-

fation infinitely to yours.

Women cannot fay civil things to each

other ; and if they could, they would

be fomething infipid ; whereas a male

friend—

'Tis abfolutely another thing, my
dear •, and the firfl fyflem of ethics I

write, I will have a hundred pages on the

fubjedt.

Obferve, my dear, I have not the lead

objedion to your having a frienddiip for

Fitzgerald. I am the beft-natured crea-

ture in the world, and the fondeft of in-

creafing the circle of my hufband's inno-

cent amufements.

Apropos to innocent amufements, I think

your fair fifter-in-law an exquifite politi-

cian •, caliinp, the pleafures to Temple at

home, is the befl method in the world to

prevent
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prevent his going abroad in purfuit of

them.

I am mortified I cannot be at your

mafquerade -, it is my paffion, and 1 have

the prettied drefs in the world by me.

I am half inclined to elope for a day or

two.

Adieu ! Your faithful

A. Fitzgerald,

LETTER CCXIII.

To Captain Fitzgerald.

Bellfield, Nov. 12,

LEASE to inform the little Bell, I

won't allow her to fpoil my Emily.

I enter a caveat againft male friend-

fhips, which are only fit for ladies of the

fahmandrine order.

I defirc

3
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I defire to engrofs all Emily's kind

propenfities to myfelf , and fhould grudge

the lead fliare in her heart, or, if

you pleafe in her friendjhip^ to an arch-

angel.'

However, not to be too fevere^ fince

prudery expefls women to have no pro-

penfities at all, I allow fingle ladies, of all

ranks, fizes, ages^ and complexions, to

fpread the veil of friendfhip between their

hearts and the world.

'Tis the fineft day I ever faw, though

the middle of November ; a dry foft weft

wind, the air as mild as in April, and an

almoft Canadian funfhine.

1 have been bathing in the clear ftream,

at the end of my garden •, the fame flream

in which I laved my carelefs bofom at thir-

teen ^ an idea which gave me inconceivable

delight i and themare^ as my bofoni is as
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gay and tranquil at this moment as in

thole dear hours of chearfuinels and in*

nocence*

Of all local prejudices, that is the

ftrongeft as well as mofl pleafing, which

attaches us to the place of our birth.

Sweet home ! only feat of true and ge-

nuine happinefs.

I am extremely in the humor to write

a poem to the houlliold gods.

We neglect thefe amiable deities, but

they are revenged ^ true pleafure is only

to be found under their aufpices.

I know not how it is, my dear Fitzge-

rald ; but I don't find my paffion for the

country abate.

I flill find the fcenes around me lovely {

though, from the change of feafo.n, lefs

fmiling than when I firft fixed at Bell-

VoL.IV. H fields
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field ; we have rural bufmefs enough to

amufe, not embarrafs us ; we have a

fmall but excellent library of books, given

us by my mother -, fhe and Emily are two

of the mofl pleafing companions on earth ;

the neighbourhood is full of agreeable

people, and, what Ihould always be at-

tended to in fixing in the country^ of for-

tunes not fuperior to our own.

The evenings grow long, but they are

only the more jovial ; I love the plea-

fures of the table, not for their own
fakes, for no man is more indifferent on

this fubjed -, but becaufe they promote

focial, convivial joy, and bring people

together in good humor with themfelves

and each other.

My Emily's fuppers are enchanting*,

but our little income obliges us to have

few : if I was rich, this would be my
principal extravagance.

To
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To fill up my meafure of content^

Emily is pleafed with my retirement,

and finds all her happinefs in my af-

fedlion.

We are fo little alone, that I find

our moments of unreferved converfa-

tion too ihort; whenever I leave her,

I recoiled a thoufand things I had to

fay, a thoufand new ideas to commu-
nicate, and am impatient for the hour
of feeing again, without reftraint, the

moft amiable and pleafing of woman-
kind.

My happinefs would be complete, if I

did not fometimes fee a cloud of anxiety

on that dear countenance, which, how-
ever, is diffipated the moment my eyes

meet hers.

H 2 i am
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I am going to Temple's, and the

chaife is at the door.

Adieu ! my dear friend !

Your afFe6tionate

Ed. Rivers.

LETTER CCXIV.

To Colonel Rivers.

Nov. 14;

SO you difapprove male friendfhips, my
fweet Colonel ! I thought you had

better ideas of things in general.

Fitzgerald and I have been difputing

on French and Englifh manners, in regard

to gallantry.

The
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The great queftion is, Whether a man

is more hurt by the imprudent condu6b of

his dauo;hter or his wife ?

Much may be faid on both fides.

There is fonie hazard in fufFcring co-

quetry in either ; both contribute to give

charms to converfation, and introduce

cafe and politenefs into fociety ; but both

are dangerous to manners.

Our cufloms, however, are mofl likely

to produce good effeds, as they give

opportunity for love marriages, the

only ones which can make worthy minds

happy.

The coquetry of fmgle women has a

point of view confiftent with honor ; that

of married women has generally no point

of view at all ; it is, however, of ufe pmr
j>ajfer k terns,

H 3 As
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As to real gallantry, the French ftyle

depraves the minds of men leafc, ours is

moft favorable to the peace of families.

I think I preferve the balance of argu*

ment admirably.

My opinion, however^ is, that if people

married from affedlion, there would be no
fiKh thing as gallantry at all.

Pride, and the parade of life, deftroy

all happinefs : our whole felicity depends

on our choice in marriage, yet we choofe

from motives more trifling than would

determine us in the common afl^airs of life.

I knew a gentleman who fancied himfelf

in love, yet delayed marrying his miftrefs

till he could afford a fet of plate.

Modern manners are very unfavorable

to the tender affedions.

Ancient
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Ancient lovers had only dragons to

combat -, ours have the worfe monflers of

avarice and ambition.

All I fhall fay further on the fub-

jedl is, that the two happieft people

I ever knew were a country clergy-

man and his wife, whole whole in-

come did not exceed one hundred pounds

a year.

A pretty philofophical, fentimental,

dull kind of an epiftle this !

But you deferve it, for not anfwering

my lad, which was divine,

I am pleafed with Emily's ideas about

her drefs at the mafquerade 5 it is a proof

you are ilill lovers.

I remember, the firfl fymptoms I difco-

vered of my tendrejfe for Fitzgerald was

my exceflive attention to this article: I

H 4 have
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have tried on twenty different caps vvhen

.1 expecftcd him at Silleri.

Before we drop the fubjed: of gallan--

tries, I mud tell you I am charmed with

yon and my fpofo^ for never giving the

kail: hint before Emily and me that you

have had any j k is a piece of delicacy

v/hich convinces me of your tendernefs

more than all the vows that ever lovers

broke would do.

I have been hurt at the contrary beha-

viour in Temple ; and have obferved

Lucy to be fo too, though her exceiTive

attention not to give him pain prevented

her fhewing it : I have on fuch an occa-

fion feen a fmile on her countenance,

and a tear of tender regret darting into

her eyes.

A woman who has vanity without affec-

tion will be pleafed to hear of your pafb

conqueils, and regard them as victims im-

molated
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molated to her fuperior charms : to her,

therefore, it is right to talk of them •,

but to flatter the hearty and give delight

to a woman who truly loves, you fhould

appear too much taken up with the pre-

fent paiTion to look back to the pad : you

lliould not even prefent to her imagination,

the thought that you have had other en-

gagements : we know fuch things are„

but had rather the idea fhould not be

awakened : 1 may be wrong, but I fpeak

from my own feelings.

I am excefiively pleafed witli a thought

I met with in a little French novel

:

*^' Un homme qui ne peut plus compter
" fes bonnes fortunes, eft de tous, celui

" qui connoic le moins les faveurs. C'ed:

*'
le coeur qui les accorde, & ce n'eft pas^

" le coeur qu'un homme a la mode inte-

''
reffe. Plus on eft prone par les femaneSj

*' plus il eft facile de les avoir, mais moins

!' il: eft poiTible de les enflammer."

H 5 Tq
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To which truth I moft heartily fet my

hand.

Twelve o'clock.

I have jufl heard from your fifter, who
tells me, Emily is turned a little natural

philofopher, reads Ray, Derham, and

fifty other ftrange old fellows that one

never heard of, and is eternally poring

through a mierofcope to difcover the won^

ders of creation.

How amazingly learned matrimony

makes young ladies ! I fuppofe we Ihall

have a volume of her difcoveries bye

and bye.

She fays too, you have little pets like

fweethearts, quarrel and make it up again

in the moft engaging manner in the

world.

This is juft what I want to bring Fitz-

gerald to j but the perverfe monkey won't

quarrel
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quarrel with me, do all I can : I am fure

this is not my fault, for I give him reafon

every day of his life.

Shenflone fays admirably, '' That re-

*' conciliation is the tendered part of love

*' and friendlhip : the foul here difcovers

" a kind of elaflicity, and, being forced

" back, returns with an additional vio*

" lence."

Who would not quarrel for the plea-

fure of reconciliation ! I (hall be very

angry with Fitzgerald if he goes on in

this mild way.

Tell your filler, flie cannot be more

mortified than I am, that it is impofiible

for me to be at her mafquerade.

Adieu ! Your affedlionate

A. Fitzgerald*

, H 6 Don't
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Don't you think, my dear Rivers,

that marriage, on prudent principles,

is a horrid fort of an affair ? It is really

cruel of papas and mammas to fhut up
two poor innocent creatures in a houfe

together, to plague and torment one ano-

ther, who might have been very happy

feparate.

Where people take their own time, and

choofe for themfelvcs, it is another affair,

and I begin to think it poffible affedion

may iafl through life.

I fometimes fancy to myfelf Fitz-

gerald and I loving on, from the impaf-

fioned hour when I firft honored him with

my hand, to that tranquil one, when we

ihall talce our afternoon's nap vis-a-vis in

two arm chairs, by the fire-fide, he a

grave country juftice, and I hi& worfhip's

good fort of a wife, the Lady Bountiful of

the Parifn.

. . I have
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I have a notion there is nothing fo very

fhocking in being an oldifh gentlewoman ;

what one lofes in charms, is made up in

the happy liberty of doing and faying

whatever one pleafes. Adieu !

LETTER CCXV.

To Captain Fitzgerald.

Bellfield, Nov. 16.

MY relation, Colonel Willmott, is

juft arrived from the Eaft Indies,

rich, and full of the projed of marrying

his daughter to me.

My mother has this morning received a

letter from him, prelfmg the affair with

an earneftrefs which rather makes me feel

for his difappointment, and wilh to break

it to him as gently as pofHble.

He
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He talks of being at Bellfield on Wed-

nefday evening, which is Temple's maf-

querade ; I Ihall ftay behind at Bellfield,

to receive him, have a domino ready, and

take him to Temple-houfe.

He feems to know nothing of my mar-

riage or my filler's, and I wifh him not

to know of the former till he has feen

Emily.

The befh apology I can make for de-

clining his offer, is to fhew him the lovely

caufe..

I will contrive they fhall converfe toge-

ther at the mafquerade, and that he fhall

fit next her at fupper, without their know-

ing any thing of each other.

If he fees her, if he talks with her,

without that prejudice which the know-

ledge of her being the caufe of his difap-

pointment might give, he cannot fail of

having
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having for her that admiration which I

never yet met with a mind favage enough

to refufe her.

His daughter has been educated abroad^^

which is a circumftance I am pleafed with,.,

as it gives me the power of refufing her

without wounding either her vanity, or

her father's, which, had we been acquaint-

ed, might have been piqued at my giving

the preference to another.

She is not in England, but is hourly

expe6led : the moment Die arrives, Lucy
and I will fetch her to Tempk iioufe : I

Ihall be anxious to fee her married to a

man who deferves her. Colonel Willmotc

tells me, fhe is very amiable ^ at lead as

he is told, for he h^s never feen her.

I could wifh it were pofTible to conceal

this offer for ever from Emily ; my deli-

cacy is hurt at the idea of her knowing ir^

at leaft from me or my family.

5 My
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My mother behaves like an angel on

this occafion •, exprelTes herfelf pcrfedly

happy in my having confulted my heart

alone in marrying, and fpeaks of Emi-

ly's tendernels as a trealure above all

price.

She does not even hint a wiib to fee me

richer than I am.

Had I never fcen Emily, I would not

have married this lady unlefs love had

united us.

Do not, however, fuppofe I have that

romantic contempt for fortune, which is fa

pardonable, I had almoft faid fo becoming,

at nineteen.

I have i^^n more of the world than

moft men of my age, and I have feen the

advantages of affluence in their Ilrongeft.

light.

I think
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I think a worthy man not only

may have, but ought to have, an at-

tention to making his way in the work!,

and improving his fituation in it, by

every means confident with probity and

honor, and with his own real happl*

nefi.

I have ever had this attention, and ever

will, but not by bafe means : and, in my
opinion, the very bafeft is that of felling

one's hand in marriage.

With what horror do we regard a man
who is kept ! and a man who marries from

interefled views alone, is kept in the

flrongeft fenfe of the word.

He is equally a purchafed (lave, with

no diflindion but that his bondage is of

longer continuance.

Adieu !
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Adieu ! I may poffibly v/rite again

on Wednefday*

Your faithful

E&t Rivers*

LETTER CCXVI.

To Colonel Rivers, Bellfield, Rutland.

London, Nov. 18.

F ITZGERALD is bufy, and begs

me to write to you. ^

Your cottagers are arrived •, there is

fomething very interefting in Mifs Wil-

liams, and the little boy is an infant

Adonis.

Heaven
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Heaven fend he may be an honefler man.

than his father, or I forefee terrible de-

vaftations amongft the fex.

We have this moment your letter { I

am angry with you for blafpheming the

fweet feafQit of* nineteen s

^* O lovely fource

** Of generous foibles, youth ! when open-
" ing minds

Are honeft as the light, lucid as air,

" As foftering breezes kind, as linnets

" gay,

!* Tender as buds, and lavifh as the fpring.'

You will find out I am in a courfe of

Shenftone, which I prefcribe to all minds

tindlured with the uncomfortable felfifh-

nefs of the prefent age.

The only way to be good, is to retain

the generous miftakes, if they are fuch,

of nineteen through life.

As
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As to yon, my dear Rivers, with all

your airs of prudence and knowing the

world, you are, in this refped, as much a

boy as ever.

Witnefs your extreme joy at having

married a woman with two thoufand

pounds, when you might have had one

with twenty times the fum.

You are a boy, Rivers, I am a girl ; and

I hope we Ihall remain fo as long as we

live.

Do you know, my dear friend, that

I am a daughter of the Mufes, and that I

wrote paftorals at feven years old ?

I am charmed with this, becaufe an old

phyfician once told me it was a fymptom,

not only of long life, but of long youth,

wliich is much better.

He
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He explained this, by faying fome-

thing about animal fpirits, which I do
not at all underftand, but which perhaps

you may.

I fhould have been a pretty enough kind

of a poetefs, if papa had not attempted

to teach me how to be one, and infilled on

feeing my fcribbles as I went on : thefe

fame Mules are fuch balhful milTes, they

won't bear to be looked at.

Genius is like the fenfitive plants it

fhrink^ from the touch.

So your nabob coufm is arrived : I hope

he will fall in love with Emily ; and re-

member, if he had obligations to Mrs.

Rivers's father, he had exadlly the fame to

your grandfather.

He might fpare ten thoufand pounds

very well, which would improve yowrpetits

foupers.

Adieu

!
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Adieu ! Sir William Verville dints here,

iind I have but juft time to drefs.

Yours,

A. Fitzgerald.

LETTER CCXVII.

To Captain Fitzgerald.

Bellficld, Nov. i7> Morning.

I
HAVE had a letter from Colonel

V/illmott myfelf to-day; he is ftill

quite unacquainted with the Hate of our

domellic affairs ; fuppofes me a batchelor,

and talks of my being his fon-in-law as a

certainty, not attending to the probability

of my having other engagements.

His
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His hiftory, which he tells me in this

letter, is a very romantic one. He was a

younger brother, and provided for ac-

cordingly : he loved, when about twenty,

a lady who was as littJe a favorite of for-

tune as himfelf: their families, who on

both fides had other views, joined their

intereft to get him fent to the Eafl In-

dies ', and the young lady was removed

to the houfeof a friend in London, where

fhe was to continue till he had left Eng-
land.

Before he went, however, they con-

trived to meet, and w^ere privately mar-

ried ; the marriage was -known only to

her brother, who was Willmott's friend.

He left her in the care of her brother,

who, under pretence of diverting her me-

lancholy, and endeavoring to cure her

paflion, obtained leave of his father to take

her with him to France.

She
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She was there delivered of this child^

and expired a few days after.

Her brother, without letting her fami-

ly know the fecret, educated the infant,

as the daughter of a younger brother

who had been juft before killed in a

duel in France , her parents, who died

in a few years, were, aim oft m their

iaft moments, informed of thefe circum-

flances, and made a fmall provifion for

the child.

In the mean time, Colonel Willmott,

after experiencing a great variety of mif-

fortunes for many years, during which he

maintained a conftant correfpondeace with

his brother-in-law, and with no other per-

fon in Europe, by a train .of lucky acci-

dents, acquired very rapidly a confider-

able fortune, with which he refolved to re-

turn to England, and marry his daughter to

me.
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me, as the only method to difcharge

fully his obligations to my grandfather,

who alone, of all. his family, had given

him the lead afTiftance when he left Eng-
land. He wrote to his daiio-hter, lettino-

her know his defign, and dire6ling her to

meet him in London ; but flie is not yet

arrived.

Six in the Evening,

My mother and Emily went to Templets

to dinner -, they are to drefs there, and I

am to be furprized.

Seven.

Colonel Willmott is come : he is an ex-

treme handfome man ; tall, well-made,

with an air of dignity which one feldom

fees; he is very brown, and, what will

pleafe Bell, has an aquiline nofe : he
looks about fifty, but is not fo much;
change of climate has almoll always the

difagreeable effed ofadding fome years to

the look.

Vol. IV. I He
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He is dreffing, to accompany me to the

mafquerade; I muft attend him : I have

only time to fay,

I am yours,

Ed. Rivers.

LETTER CCXVIII.

To Mrs. Rivers, Bellfield, Rutland.

London, Nov. i8, twelve at night.

WH O Ihould I dine and fup

with to-day, at a merchant's

in the city, but your old love, Sir

George Clayton, as gay and amufmg

as ever

!

What
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What an entertaining companion have

you loft, my dear Emily !

He was a little difconcerted at feeing

me, and blufhed extremely : but fopn re-

covered his amiable, uniform infipidity of

countenance, and fmiled and iiiripered as

ufual.

He never enquired after you, nor

even mentioned your name : being afk-

ed for a toaft, I had the malice to give

Rivers •, he drank him, without feem-

ing ever to have heard of him be-

fore.

The city mifTes admire him pro-

digiouily, and he them ; they are charm-

ed with his beauty, and he with their

wit.

His mother, poor woman ! could not

bring the match Ihe wrote about to bear ;

the family approved him , but the fair one

I % made
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made a better choice, and gave herfelf laft

week, at St. George's, Hanover-fquare, to

a very agreeablefellow of our acquaintance,

Mr. Palmer ^ a man of fenfe and honor,

who defer ves her had fhe been ten times

richer : he has a fmall eftate in Lincoln-

fliire, and his houfe is not above twenty

miles from you : I muft bring you and

Mrs. Palmer acquainted.

I fuppofe you are now the happieft of

beings -, Rivers finding a thoufand new

beauties in his l?elle paifanne, and you ex-

ulting in your charms, or, in other words,

glorying in your ftrength.

So the maiden aunts in your neighbour-

hood think Mifs Williams no better than

fhe fliould be ?

Either fomebody has faid, or the idea

is my own ; after all, I believe it Shen-

ftone's. That thofe are generally the beft

people whofe characters have been mod

3 injured
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injured by flanderers, as we ufually find

that the befl fruit which the birds have

been pecking at,

I will, however, allow appearances were

a little againftyour cottager •, and 1 would

forgive the good old virgins, if they had

always as fufpicious circumllances to de-

termine from.

But they generally condemn from

trifling indifcretions, and fettle the cha-

radbers of their own fex from their con-

dud at a time of life when they are

themfelves no judges of its propriety ;

they pafs fentence on them for fmali

errors, when it is an amazing proof

of prudence not to commit great ones.

For my own part, I think thofe who
never have been guilty of any indifcre-

tion, are generally people who have very

little a6live virtue,

I
3 The
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The waving line holds in moral as well

as in corporeal beauty.

Adieu 1

Yours ever>

A, FlT20IRALI>,'

All I can fay is, that if iruprudence is a

fin, Heaven help your poor little Bell

!

On thofe principles. Sir George is the

moft virtuous man in the world ; to which

afTertion, I believe^ yoy will enter a ca*

veat.

LET-
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LETTER CCXIX.

To Colonel RiverSj Bcllfield, Rutland.

London* Nov. 19.

YOU are right, my little Rivers: I

like your friend, Colonel Willmott

vaftly better for his aquiline nofe j I ne-

ver yet faw one on the face of a fool.

He IS a fortunate man to be intro-

duced to fuch a party of fine women at

his arrival j it is literally to feed among the

lilies.

Fitzgerald fays, he fhould be jealous

of him in your efteem, if he was fifteen

years younger-, but that the fi:rongefl

friendfhips are, where there is an equality

in age-, becaufe people of the fame age

I 4 have



176 THE HISTORY OF
have the fame train of thinking, and fee

things in tlie fame light.

Every feafon of life has its peculiar

fet of ideas j and we are greatly inclined

to think nobody in the right, but thofe

who are of the fame opinion with our-

ielves.

Don't you think it a ftrong proof of

my pafTion for my fpofo^ that I repeat his

fentiments ?

But to bufinefs : Sir William is charmed

v/ith his little nephew j has promifed to

fettle on him what he before mentioned,

to allow Mifs Williams an hundred pounds

a year, which is to go to the child after

her death, and to be at the expence of his

education himfelf.

I die to hear whether your oriental Co-

lonel is in love with Emily,

Pray
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Pray tell us every thing.

Adieu

!

Your afFeflionate

A. Fitzgerald.

LETTER CCXX.

To Captain Fitzgerald.

Temple-houfe, Thurfday morning, ii o'clockr

OUR mafquerade lafl: night was really-

charming i I never faw any thing

equal to it out of London.

Temple has tafle, and had fpared no ex-

pence to make it agreeable , the decora-

tions of the grand falcon were magni^

ficent.

I 5 Emily
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Emily was the lovelieft paifanne that

ever was beheld ; her drefs, without lofina

fight of the charadber, was infinitely be-

coming : her beauty never appeared to-

fuch advantage.

There was a noble fimplicity in her air,

which it is impoffible to defcribe.

The eafy turn of her fhape, the lovely

roundnefs of her arm, the natural ele-

gance of her whole form, the waving

ringlets of her beautiful dark hair, care-

lefsly faflened with a ribbon, the unaf-

fected grace of her every motion, all to-

gether conveyed more ilrongly than ima-

gination can paint,, the pleafing idea of a.

wood-nymph, deigning to vifit fome fa-

vored mortaL

Colonel Willmott gazed on her with

rapture ; and aiked me, if the rural deities

had left their verdant abodes to vifit

Temple-houfe.

I intro*^
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I introduced him to her, and left her

to improve the impreffion : 'tis well I was

married in time; a nabob is a dangerous

rival.

Lucy looked lovely, but in another

ftyle ; fhe was a fultana in all the

pride of imperial beauty ^ her charms

awed, but Emily's invited ; her look

fpoke refiillefs command, Emily's foft

periuafion.

There were many fine women ^ but I

will own to you, I had, as to beauty, no

eyes but for Emily.

We are going this morning to fee Bur-

leigh : v/hen we return, I (hall announce

Colonel Willmott to Emily, and intro-

duce them properly to each other ; they

are to go in the fame chaife ; Ihe at pre-

fent only knows him as a friend of mine,

and he her as his helle paifanm.

I 6 Adieu I



i8o THE HISTORY OF
Adieu ! I am fummoned.

Your faithful

Ed. Rivers.

I fhould have told you, I acquainted

Colonel Willmott with my fifter's mar-

riage before I took him to Temple- houfe,

and found an opportunity of introducing

him to Temple unobferved.

Emily is the only one here to whom he

is a llranger : I will caution him not to

mention to her his paft generous defign in

my favor. Adieu

!

LET.



EMILY MONTAGUE. i8i

LETTER CCXXL

To Mrs. Fitzgerald.

Tcmple-houfe, Thurfday Morning.

YOUR Emily was happy beyond

words laft night : amongft a crowd

of beauties, her Rivers's eyes continually

followed her , he feemed to fee no other

objefl : he would fcarce let me wait till

fupper to unmaik.

But you will call me a fooliHi romantic

girl ; therefore I will only fay, I had the

delight to fee him pleafed with my drefs,

and charmed with the complaifance which

was fhewed me by others.

There was a gentleman who came

with Rivers, who was particularly at-

tentive to me J he is not young, but

extremely
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extremely amiable : has a very fine per-

fon, with a commanding air ; great polite-

nefs, and, as far as one can judge by a

few hours converfation, an excellent un-

derllanding,

I never in my life met with a man for

whom I felt fuch a partiality at firft fight,

except Rivers., v/ho tells me, I have miade

a conquell of his friend..

He is to be my cavalier this morning to

Burleigh.

It has this moment ftruck me, that Ri-

ters never introduced his friend and me
to each other, but as malks -, I never

thought of this before : I fuppofe he

forgot it in the hurry of the mafque-

rade.

I do not even know this agreeable

Granger's name ; I only found out by his

converfation he had ferved in the army.

There.
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There is no faying how beautiful

Lucy looked lafl night ; her drefs was

rich, elegantly fancied, and particu-

larly becoming to her graceful form,

which I never faw look fo graceful

before.

All who attempted to be fine jigures^.

fhrunk into nothing before her.

Lucy carries her head, you know^.

remarkably well ; which, with the ad-

vantage of her height, the perfed ftand-

ard of women, her fine proportion, the,

native dignity of her air, the majeflic

flow of her robe, and the blaze of her

diamonds, gave her a look of infinite

fuperiority j a fuperiority which fome

of the company feemed to feel in a

manner, whicli rather, I will own, gave

me pain.

. In a place confecrated to joy, I hate

to fee any thing like an uneafy {tn-

fation j yet, whilft huinan pafTions are

what
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what they are, it is difficult to avoid

them.

There were four or five other fultanas,

who feemed only the flaves of her train.

In fhort.

cc
She looked a goddefs, and fhe mov'd a
«(

queen,

I was happy the unafTuming fimplicity

of the chara(5ler in which I appeared, pre-

vented comparifons which muft have been

extremely to my difadvantage.

I was fafe in my littlenefs, like a mo-

deft fhrub by the fide of a cedar; and,

being in fo different a ftyle, had the better

chance to be taken notice of, even where

Lucy was.

She was radiant as the morning ftar,

and even dazziingly lovely.

Her
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Her complexion, for Temple would

not fuffer her to wear a mafk at all, had

the vivid glow of youth and health,

heightened by pleafure, and the confci-

oufnefs of univerfal admiration.

- Her eyes had a fire which one could

fcarce look at.

Temple's vanity and tendernefs were

gratified to the utmoft : he drank eagerly

the praifes which envy itfelf could not

have refufed her.

My mother extremely became her cha-

racter •, and, when talking to Rivers, gave

me the idea of the Roman Aurelia, whofe

virtues fhe has equalled.

He looked at her with a delight which

rendered him a thoufand times more dear

to me : fhe is really one of the moil plea-

fing women that ever exifted.

I am
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I am called : we are jufl fetting out for

Burleigh, which I have not yet feen.

Adieu ! Yours

Emily RjVERg^

LETTER CCXXII.

To Captain Fitzgerald,

Eellfield, Thurfday, two o'clock^

WE are returned : Colonel Willmott

is charmed with Burleigh, and

more in love with Emily than ever.

He is gone to his apartment, whither I

fliall follow him, and acquaint him with

my



EMILY MONTAGUE. 187

my marriage , he is exadly in the difpofi-

tion I could wifh.

He will, I am fure, pardon any offence

of which his belle paifanne is the caufe*

I am returned,

He is difappointed, but not fuiprifed j

owns no human heart could have refifted

Emily ; begs fhe will allow his daughter a

place in her friendlhip.

He infifls on making her a prefent of

diamonds ; the only condition, he tells me,

on which he will forgive my marriage.

I am going to introduce him to her ia

her apartment.

Adieu ! for a moment,

FItz:
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Fitzgerald!—I fcarce refpire—the tu-

mult of my joy—this daughter whom I

Bave refufed—my Emily—could you have

believed my Emily is the daughter of

Colonel Willmott.

When I announced him to her by that

name, her color changed ; but when i ad-

ded that he was juft returned from the

Eaft Indies, fhe trembled, her cheeks had

a dying palenefs, her voice faltered, Ihe

pronounced faintly, '' My father!" and

funk breathlefs on a fofa.

He ran to her, he prelTed her wildly to

his bofom, he kifled her pale cheek', he

demanded if Ihe was indeed his child?

his Emily ? the dear pledge of his Emily

Montague's tendernefs ? .

Her fenfes returned, flie fixed her eyes

eagerly on him, Ihe kifled his hand, fhe

would have fpoke, but tears flopped her

voice.

The
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The fcene that followed is beyond my
powers of defcription.

I have left them a momenr, to fhare my
joy with you : the time is too precious to

lay more. To-morrow you fhall hear

from me.

Adieu! Yours,

Ed. Rivers.^

LETTER CCXXIII.

To Captain Fitzgerald,

Temple-houfe, Friday.

OUR friend is the happiefl of man-

kind.

Every anxiety is removed from my
Emily's dear bofom : a father's fandion

leaves her nothing to defire.

You
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You may remember, flie vviflied to delay

our marriage : her motive was^ to wait

Colonel Willmott's return.

Though promifed by him to another,

ihe hoped to bring him to leave her heart

free-, little did fhe think the man deftined

for her by her father, was the happy Riv-

tvs her heart had chofen.

Bound by a folemn vow, fhe concealed

the circumftances of her birth even from

me.

She refolved never to many another^

yet thought duty obliged her to wait h&r

father's arrival.

She kindly fuppofed he would fee me
with her eyes, and, when he knew me,

change his defign in my favor : fhe fan-

cied he would crown her love as the re-
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ward of her obedience in delaying her

marriage.

My importunity, and the fear of giving

me room to doubt her tendernefs, as her

vow prevented fuch an explanation as

would ' have fatisfied me, bore down her

duty to a father whom fhe had never feen,

and whom fhe had fuppofed dead, till the

arrival of Mrs. Melmoth's letters; having

been two years without hearing any thing

of him.

She married me, determined to give up

her right to half his fortune in favor of

the perfon for whom he defigned her

;

and hoped, by that means, to difcharge

her father's obligations, which fhe could

not pay at the expence of facrificing her

heart.

But fhe writes to Mrs. Fitzgerald, and

will tell you all.

Come
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Come and fhare the happinefs of your

friends.

Adieu

!

Your faithful

Ed. Rivers.'

LETTER CCXXIV.

To Mrs. Fitzgerald.

Temple-houfe, Friday.

MY Rivers has told you— my fvveet

friend, in what words Ihall I con-

vey to you an adequate idea of your Emi-

ly's tranfport, at a difcovery which has

reconciled all her duties

!

Thofe
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Thofe anxieties, that fenfe of hav-

ing failed in filial obedience, which caft

a damp on the joy of being wife to

the moft beloved of mankind, are at

an end.

This hufband whom I fo dreaded,

whom I determined never to accept, was
my Rivers.

My father forgives me -, he pardons

the crime of love: he bleifes that kind

providence which condudted us to hap-

pinefs.

How many has this event made happy !

The moil amiable of mothers fhares

my joy; Hie bends in grateful thanks to

that indulgent power who has rewarded

her fon for all his goodnefs to her.

Rivers hears her, and turns away to'

hide his tears : her tendernefs melts him
to the foftnefs of a woman. J,-'^-"^'-^' -- •'-

Vol. IV. K What
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What gratitude do we not owe to hea-

ven ! may the fenfe of it be for ever en-

graven on our hearts !

My Lucy too -, all, all are happy.

Birt I will tell you. Rivers has al-

ready acquainted you with part of my
ftory.

My uncle placed me, with a fervant

in whom he could confide, in a convent

in France, till I was feven years old ; he

then fent for me to England, and left

me at fchool eight years longer j after

which, he took me with him to his regi-

ment in Kent, where, you know, our

friendfhip began, and continued till he

changed into another, then in America,

whither I attended him.

My father's affairs were, at that time,'

in a fituation which determined my uncle

to take the firft opportunity of marrying

me to advantage.

Ire-
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I regarded him as a father ; he had al-

ways been more than a parent to me ; I

had the mod implicit deference to his

will.

He engaged me to Sir George Clay-

ton -, and, when dying, told me the flory

of my birth, to which I had till then

been a flranger, cxading from me, how-

ever, an oath of fecrefy till I faw my
father.

He died, leaving me, with a trifle left

in truft to him for my ufe from my grand-

father, about two thonfand pounds, which

was all I, at that time, ever expeded to

polTefs.

My father was then thought ruined;

there was even a report of his death, and

I imagined myfelf abfolute miftrefs of my
own affions.

.K 2 I was
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I was near two years without hear-

ing any thing of him ; nor did I

know I had flill a father, till the let-

ters you brought me from Mrs. Mel-

moth,

A variety of accidents, and our be-

ing both abroad, and m fuch diftant

parts of the world, prevented his letters

In this fituation, the kind hand of

Heaven conducted my Rivers to Mont-

real.

I faw him; and, from that moment,

my whole foul was his.

Formed for each other, our love was

fudden and refiftlefs as the bolt of hea-

ven : the firft glance of thofe dear fpeak-

ing eyes gave me a new being, and

awaked in me ideas never known be-

fore.

The



EMILY MONTAGUE. 197

The flrongefl -fympathy attached rne

to him in fpite of myfelf : I thought

it friendfhip, but felt that friend-

jfhip more lively than what I called

mv love for Sir Georo;e : all conver-

fatio:i but his became infupportable

to me \ every moment that he pafTcd

from me, I counted as loft in my ex-

iftence.

I loved him ; that tendernefs hourly

incregfed : I hated Sir George, I fan-

cied him changed \ I ftudied to find

errors in a man who had, a few weeks

before, appeared to me amiable, and

whom I had confented to marry ^ I broke

with him, and felt a weight removed

from my foul.

I trembled when Rivers appeared'

;

I died to tell him my whole foul was

his ; I watched his looks, to find there

the fame fentiments with which he had

infpired me : that tranfporting mom.ent

K a at
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at length arx-ived •, I had the delight to

find our tendernefs was mutual, and to

devote my life to making happy the

lord of my defires.

Mrs. Melmoth's letter brought me my
father's commands, if unmarried, to con-

tinue fo till his return.

He added, that he intended me for a re-

lation, to whofe family he had obligations^

that, his affairs having fuffered fuch a

happy revolution, he had it in his power

and, therefore, thought it his duty, to pay

this debt of gratitude ; and, at the fame

tim.e hoped to make me happy by con-

nefting me with an amiable family, allied

to him by blood and friendihip ; and unit-

ing me to a man whom report fpokc wor-

thy of all my tendernefs.

You may remember, my deareft Bell,

hov; flrongly I was affeded on reading

thofe letters : I wrote to Rivers, to beg

him
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him to defer our marriage ; but the man-

ner in which he took that requeil, and the

fear of appearing indifferent to him, con-

quered all fenfe of what I owed to my fa-

ther, and I married him.; making it,

however, a condition that he fhould aflc

no explanation of my conduct till I cholc

to give ic.

I knew not the character of my fa-

ther-, he might be a tyrant, and divide

us" from each other : Rivers doubted

my tendernefs -, would not my waiting,

if my father had afterwards refafed his

confent to our union, have added to

thofe cruel fufpicions ? might he not

have fuppofed I had ceafed to love

him, and waited for the excufe of pater-

nal authority to juftify a change of fenti-

ment ?

In fhort, love bore down every other

confideration ; if I perfifted in this delay,

I might hazard lofing all my foul held

K 4 ^^^^>
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dear, the only objedl for which life was

worth my care.

I determined, if I married, to give

np all claim to my father's fortune,

which I fhould juftly forfeit by my
difobedience to his commands : I hoped^

however, Rivera's merit, and my fa-

ther's paternal affedlion, when he knew
us both, would influence him to make
fome provifion for me as his daughter.

Half his fortune was all I ever hoped

for, or even would have chofe to accept

:

the reft I determined to give up to the

man whom I refufed to marry.

I gave my hand to Rivers, and

was happy j yet the idea of my fa-

ther's return, and the confcioufnefs of

having difobeyed him, caft fometimes

a damp on my felicity, and threw a

gloom over my foul, which all my en-

deavors could fcarce hide from Rivers,

though
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though his delicacy prevented his afking

the caufe.

I now know, what was then a fecret to

me, that my father had offered his daugh-

ter to Rivers, with a fortune which could,

however, have been no temptation to a

mind like his, had he not been attached

tome: he declined the offer, and, left I

fliould hear of it, and, from a romantic

difintereftednefs, want him to accept it,

preffed our marriage with more importu-

nity than ever ; yet had the generofity to

conceal this facrifice from me, and to wifH

it fhould be concealed for ever.

Thefe fentiments, fo noble, fo peculiar

to my Rivers, prevented an explanation^

and hid from us, for fome time, the cir-

cumftances which now make our happi-

nefs {.J perfedb.

How infinitely worthy is Rivers of all

my tendernefs

!

K 5 My
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My father has lent to fpeak with me in

his apartment : I fhould have told you,

I this rriorning went to Bellfield, and

brought from thence my mother's pidure,

which 1 have juft fent him.

Adieu ! Your faithful

Emily Rivers.

LETTER CCXXV.

To Mrs. Rivers, Bellfieid, Rutland.

London, Sunday.

NO words, my dear Emily, can fpeak

our joy at the receipt of your two

iaft letters.

You are then as happy as you deferve

to be ; we hope, in a few days, to be

witnefTes of your felicity.

We
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We knew from the firft of your fa-

ther's propofal to Rivers ; but he ex-

torted a promife from us, never on any

account to communicate it to you : he

alfo defired us to detain you in Berkihire,

by lengthening our vifit, till your mar-

riage, left any friend of your father's in

London fhould know his defign, and

chance acquaint you with it.

Fitzgerald is Monfieur le Majeur^ at your

ladyfhip's fervice: he received his com-

miflion this morning,

I once again congratulate you, my dear^

on this triumph of tendernefs : you fee

love, like virtue, is not only its own re-

ward, but fometimes intitles us to other

rewards too.

It fhould always be confidered, that

thofe who marry from love, jjiay grow

rich ; but thofe who marry to be rich,

will never love.

K 6 The
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The very idea that love will come after

marriage, is fhocking to minds which

have the lead fpark of delicacy : to fuch

minds, a marriage which begins with in-

difference will certainly end in difguft and

averfion.

I befpeak your papa for my ceciJbeo\

mine is extremely at your fervice in return.

But I am piqued, my dear. " Senti-

ments fo noble, fo peculiar to your

Rivers—"
«c

r am apt to believe there are men in the

world—that noblenefs of mind is not fb

very -peculiar—and that fome people's fen-

timxnts may be as noble as other people's.

In fhort, I am inclined to fancy Fitzge-

rald would have adted jufl the fame part in

the fame fituation.

But it is your great fault, my dear Emi^

ly, to fuppofe your love a phcenix, where-

as
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as he is only an agreeable, worthy, hand-

fome fellow, comme un autre*

I fuppofe you will be very angry ; but

who cares ? I will be angry too.

Surely, my Fitzgerald—I allow Rivers

all his merit; but comparifons, my dear—

Both our fellows, to be fure, are charm-

ing creatures ; and I would not change

them for a couple of Adonis's : yet I don't

infill upon it, that there is nothing agree-

able in the world but them.

You Ihould remember, my dear, that

beauty is in the lover's eye \ and that,

however highly you may think of Rivers,

every v/oman breathing has the fame idea

of the dear man,

O heaven ! I muft tell you, becaufe it

will flatteryour vanity about your charmer.

I have
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I have had a letter from an old lover

of mine at Qiiebec, who tells me, Ma-
dame Des Roches has juft refufed one of

the beft matches in the country, and vows

fhe will live and die a batchelor.

'Tis a mighty foolifh refolution, and yet

I cannot help liking her the better for

making it.

My dear papa talks of taking a houfe

near you, and of having a garden to

rival yours : we Ihall fpend a good deal of

time with him, and I fhall make love to

Rivers, which you know will be vaftly

pretty.

One mud do fomething to give a little

variety to life; and nothing is fo amufing,

or keeps the mind fo pleafingly awake, el-

pecially in the country, as the flattery of

an agreeable fellow.

I am
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I am not, however, quite fure I fhall

not look abroad for a flirt, for one's

friend's hufband is almoft as infipid as

one's own.

Our romantic adventures being at an

end, my dear-, and we being all degene-

rated into fober people, who marry and

fettle i we feem in great danger of finking

into vegetation : on which fubje6l I defire

Rivers's opinion, being, I know, a moft

cxquifite enquirer into the laws of nature.

Love is a pretty invention, but, I am

told, is apt to mellow into friendfhip -, a.

degree of perfedion at w^hich I by no

means defire Fitzgerald's attachment for

me to arrive on this fide feventy.

What muft we do^ my dear, to vary our

days ?

Cards, you will own, are an agreeable

rdief, and the lead fubjed to pall of any

pleafures under the fun : and really, phi-

3 lofophically
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lofophically fpeaking, what is life but an

intermitted pool at quadrille ?

I am interrupted by a divine colonel in

the guards.

Adieu ! Your faithful.

A. Fitzgerald.

LETTER CCXXVI.

To Mrs. Fitzgerald.

Bellfield, Tuefday,.

I
ACCEPT your challenge, Bell; and

am greatly miflaken if you find me fo

very infipid as you are pleafed to fuppofs.

Have no fear of falling into vegetation ;

not one amongft us has the leafl vegeta-

tive quality. 5

I have
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I have a thoufand ideas of little amufe-

ments, to keep the mind awake.

None of our party are of that fleepy

order of beings, who want perpetual

events to make them feel their exiftence

:

this is the defed of the cold and inani-

mate, who have not fpirit and vivacity

enough to tafte the natural pkalures of

life.

Our adventures of one kind are at an

end i but we fhall fee others, as enter-

taining, fpringing up every moment.

I dare fay, our whole lives will be Pin-

daric : my only plan of life is to have

none at all, which, I think, my little Bell

will approve.

Pleafe to obferve, my fweet Bell, to

make life pleafant, we muft not only

have great pleafures but little ones, like

the fmaller auxiliary parts of a building-,

we
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we mull have our trifling amufcments, as

well as our fublime tranfports.

My dr^i fecond pleafure (if you will al-

low the expreflion) is gardening; and for

this reafon, that it is my divine Emily's :

I mud teach you to love rural pleafures.

Colonel Willmott has made me juft as

rich as I wilh to b?.

You mull know, my fair friend, that

whilll I thought a fortune and Emily in-

compatible, I had infinite contempt for

the former, and fancied that it v/ould ra-

ther take from, than add to, my happi-

nefs •, but, now I can pofTefs it with her,

I allow it all its value.

My father (with what delight do I call

the father of Emily by that nam.e I) hinted

at my taking a larger houfe -, but I would

not leave my native Dryads for an impe-

rial palace : I have, however, agreed to

let
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let him build a wing to Bellfield, which

it wants, to compleat the original plan,

and to furnifh it in whatever manner he

thinks fit.

He is to have a houfe in London *, and

we are to ramble from one to the other as

fancy leads us.

He infifts on our having no rule but in-

clination : do you think we are in any

danger of vegetating, my dear Bell ?

The great fcience of life is, to keep in

conllant employment that reftiefs adive

principle within us, whick, if not direded

right, will be eternally drawing us from

real to imaginary happinefs.

Love, all charming as it is, requires to

be kept alive by fuch a variety of amufe-

ments, or avocations, as may prevent the

languor to which all human pleafures are

fubjecl.

Emily's
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Emily's tcndernefs and delicacy make

me ever dn expedling lover : fhe contrives

liti!^ parties ofpleafure, and by furprize,

of which Ihe is always the ornament and

the foul : her whole attention is given to

make her Rivers happy.

I envy the mm who ittendi her oa thgfe

little excurfions.

Love with us is ever led by the Sports

and the Smiles,

Upon the whole, people who have the

fpirit to a6t as v/e have d ne, to dare to

choofe their own companions lor life, will

generally be happy.

The afTe6lions are the true fources of

enjoyment : love, friendfhip, and. if you

will allow me to anticipate, paternal ten-

dernefs, all the domeflic attachments, are

fweet beyond words.

The
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The beneficent Author of nature, who
gave us thefc atfedions ror the wifeft pur-

poles—

" Cela eft bien dit, rmn cher Rivers ;

*' mais il faut cultiver notre jardin."

You are right, my dear Bell, and I am
a prating coxcomb.

Lucy's poft-coach is jufl fetting off, to

wait your commands,

I fend this by Temple's fervant. On
Thurfday I hope to fee our dear groupe of

friends re-united, and to have nothing to

wifh, but a continuance of our prefent

happinefs.

Adieu ! Your faithful

Ed. Rivers,

THE END,




















